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WITH I,OVK AND RKSPECT 

THIS VOLUME IS OFFERED AS A 

HUMBLE TRIBUTE 

TO THE SACRED MEMORY OF 

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 





AUTHOR'S PREFACE 



^T^HERE are very few people who do not, at some 
time or other, during their lives, write a few 
rhymes, or, perhaps, a few lines of poetry, just as 
almost every one whistles a tune, without being 
styled a musician. There are those, also, who 
rise so high on account of industry and genius as 
to be numbered among the great masters of the 
arts, and while the men of this class are few, there 
are those who do not claim anv other honor than 
to humbly follow in the footsteps of those who 
have gone before, and pointed the way to success 
in the vast world of literature. 

The Author of this volume can but claim to 
be placed in this latter list, with the earnest hope 
of being well received. 

Plato once made this astonishing statement: 
*Toets utter great and wise things which they 
do not themselves understand.'' I am ready to 
confess the partial truth of these words, but as I 
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have not strived to utter great and wise things, 
neither do I claim a place among those who write 
without understanding. 

I have but tried to take the simplest truths, 
and transform them from the prose to the poetic; 
from every man's lips to every man's heart; to 
speak some word that will fall not without mean- 
ing on the heart that is ready for all that is good 
and pure, for no man can estimate a poetical sen- 
sibility unless he rises to the occasion. 

The greatest authors have been severely 
criticised, and no one can but admit that the 
critics are more ready to hinder than to encour- 
age. Many a book has been condemned for a 
single sentence, and the hundreds of noble 
thoughts and emotions have been torn to shreds 
by those who would be unjust. 

I do not plead for fame, or even for justice; 
I am content to believe that I have done my 
duty, and that my gospel has been the good news 
of peace, hope and love. 

Some one has said: '*To the poet, to the phi- 
losopher, to the saint, all things are friendly and 
sacred, all events profitable, all men divine," 
and whether this is true or not, we can add that 
to this class all is beautiful, and even the small- 
est things teach a lesson of life. 
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In this great world everything is good to 
him who would think so. 

The crimson glory of the sunset is but the 
reflection of Him who is revealed in everything, 
and paints a picture of hope on the distant hor- 
izon of the uncertain future. 

The great ocean is but the mirror of the Al- 
mighty, and the fierce storms which rush from 
zone to zone are but the echoes of the Divine 
Voice. 

The breaking forth of Spring teaches a great 
lesson of resurrection and hope, and the cold, 
bleak Winter comes even as youth is followed by 
old age. 

Every bird is singing a song of joy, and the 
brook down in the meadow is sweet music to 
him who is awake to nature's beauty. 

It is not here and there, but on every side 
nature is speaking to us in tones of sympathy 
and friendship. The silence of the lonely woods, 
the starry heavens, the placid lake, the snow- 
capped hills, all touch some heart, and speak ot 
something better than the world and the worldly, 
or the common-place thoughts of him who lives 
on common-place sentiment. 

To the true heart everything in God's world 
is noble; nothing is lowly or too humble to be 



overlooked. Each human being has a mission 
and a work to do for humanity at large, and he 
who has helped some fallen one, or raised some 
soul to a higher plane, whether by example, or 
untiring zeal, or on the platform, or in the pulpit, 
or by wielding the pen, has not lived in vain. 

Emerson has written: *'The Poet is the sayer, 
the namer, and represents beauty. He is a sov- 
ereign and stands in the center. For the world 
is not painted or adorned, but is from the begin- 
ning beautiful. 

*'It is not meters, but a meter-making argu- 
ment, that makes a poem — a thought so passion- 
ate and alive that, like the spirit of a plant or 
animal, it has an architecture of its own, and 
adorns nature with a new thing. 

**Doubt not, O poet, but persist. Say, ^It is 
in me, and shall out.' Stand there, balked and 
dumb, stuttering and stammering, hissed and 
hooted, stand and strive, until at last rage draw 
out of thee that dream-'^o'^tx which every night 
shows thee is thine own; a power transcending 
all limit and privacy, and by virtue of which a 
man is the conductor of the whole river of elec- 
tricity. 

''Nothing walks, or creeps, or grows, or ex- 
ists, which must not in turn arise and walk before 
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him as exponent of his meaning. Comes he to 
that power, his genius is no longer exhaustible. 

'*0 poet! a new nobility is conferred in 
groves and pastures, and not in castles, or by the 
sword-blade, any longer. 

**Thou shalt have the whole land for thy 
park and manor, the sea for thy bath and navi- 
gation, without tax and without envy ; the woods 
and the rivers thou shalt own; and thou shalt 
possess that wherein others are only tenants and 
boarders. 

**Thou true landlord! sealord! airlord! 

** Wherever snow falls, or water flows, or 
birds fly, wherever day and night meet in twi- 
light, wherever the blue heaven is hung by 
clouds, or sown by stars, wherever are forms 
with transparent boundaries, wherever are out- 
lets into celestial space, wherever is danger, and 
awe, and love, there is Beauty, plenteous as rain, 
shed for thee, and though thou shouldest walk 
the world over thou shalt not be able to find a 
condition inopportune or ignoble." 

It has been some time since *'The Triumph 
of Life" was written, and brought within the 
reach of my friends, and it has been gratifying 
to hear words of encouragement, and to hope 



that the simple truths have not been written 
without meaning to every one. 

The argument is adapted to no particular 
creed or sect, and teaches God as the Supreme 
Being, and Jesus Christ as the Saviour ot the 
world. 

The arrangement is new, but it is the same 
old, sweet story, still sounding from the plains 
of Judea, and it is this story which shall still 
echo on and on, even throughout eternity. 

It is no easy task to handle the vast subject 
of Salvation, but I believe that the pen has been 
guided by Him who centuries ago preached and 
taught that there is a triumph of life. 

The two books have been rewritten, and are 
now given to the public with the earnest hope 
that the words may be a helper to those who are 
striving to know the truth, and to run well the 
race that is set before them. 

The other poems may bring back some hal- 
lowed memories, or put into words the thoughts 
which have flashed through many minds. 

Some have found their way into newspapers 
and magazines, and all are now collected into one 
fold, to go forth into the wide, wide world. 

Let me add my thanks to the Rev. Martin 
Aigner for his kindly introduction to '*The 
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Triumph of Life/' and express my gratitude to 
all those who have subscribed for this volume, 
and hoping that I have not written in vain, I am, 

Faithfully your friend, 

Norman Van Pelt Levis. 

Mount Holly ^ N. J.^ April y^ 1892. 
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THE TRIU/APH OF LIFE 



INTRODUCTION 



•'The Triumph of Life" is a most fitting title for this little 
volume of two poems, which present, with many profound and 
suggestive reflections, the life of Jesus Christ our Lord. The 
life of the Son of God assures the world that human life is 
not a defeat, but a triumph ; and both poems show that the 
**triumph of life" is a certainty for each human soul in so far 
as the life of man is interpenetrated and energized and glori- 
fied by the Life of God. We find in these verses many a 
thoughtful passage made striking by the new method of pre- 
sentation, and many a highly wrought appeal made forceful 
by the spiritualized imagination of the writer. 

In Book I we are fittingly introduced to "The Magi" by a 
few lines from him who sangnotonly of defeat, but also of tri- 
umph ; who sang not only of "Paradise Lost," but also of 
"Paradise Regained." In this book we have related for us 
the birth of the Saviour of the World and the coming of the 
Wise Men of the East to "the brightness of His rising :" and 
there are indicated also the lower and higher possibilities of 
mankind. 

In Book II, entitled "Salvation," there is presented to us 
the great drama of life as it is seen in the light of the life of 
the Divine Son of Man. His ministry of good is regarded as 
the throne of His Divinity and the basis of His authority as 
the Teacher and Ruler of mankind. The writer points forci- 
bly and reverently to the Once Crucified but now Risen and 
Ever-present Christ as the hope of mankind. 

The sad words quoted from Goethe, 

"Careworn man has in all a^es 
Sown vanity to reap despair," 

may well indicate an almost hopeless and yet ardent desire 
for "Salvation," but the last words of the great German poet 
who seemed to himself to be wandering through life all alone, 
are words of hope and of triumph. 

"Now comes the change to higher changes." ("Nun 
kommt die Wandelung zu hoheren Wandelungen.") 

May the life of the Son of God, as seen in "The Triumph 
of Life," promote the triumph of many a son of man. 

Martin Afgner. 
Trinity Rectory, Mount Holly, N. J. 



BOOK I 



THE PvlAOI 



^^See how from far upon the eastern road^ 
The Star 'led wizards haste with odours sweety 

—John Milton. 



THE MAGI 



Night is falling: now that the Eastern Sun, 
Under whose rays, all scorched with tropic heat, 
The widening plain, so dusty, drear, and lone. 
Lies calm and peaceful; while the great red orb, 
Clothed in all glory of the heaven and earth. 
Wrapped in a molten fire of glowing red, 
Burning with lurid flame of constant change. 
Faster and faster tends his even course; 
Down toward the earth, he slowly sinking, falls, 
Shedding abroad on all a mournful light. 
Such as the barren Orient plain can only give. 
Telling that darkness falls upon the earth. 
Like a huge cloak, it falling, covers all 
Under its darkening shadows to the east. 
Still in the westward gleams the ruddy hue, 
Streamers of light are dancing to and fro. 
Like a huge panorama in the skies. 
Or the wild dreams which come with fading age, 
There in plain view to all the world they gleam. 
Constantly changing as the shadows fall. 
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Only the light remains; the sun has gone 

Behind the distant hills, which there abruptly rise 

Like a dark shadow stretching o'er the plain 

Far to the northward, where they disappear. 

There a long hour's journey to the right, 

Standing in bold relief against the sky, 

A clump of palm trees towers from the earth. 

Silence is here the ruler over all: 

The entire region bows submissive to his will: 

No sound is heard o'er all the mighty plain: 

A mist is rising from the sand below. 

The longed-for dew of night begins to show 

Its pearly drops, wherever it can find 

A resting place, where untouched it lies 

Till day once more shall drink it with the heat. 

'Tis growing darker, fast the night comes on: 

The palm trees to the right are fading fast; 

They shrink away in silence, in the realm 

Where nature rocks the drowsy world to sleep. 

All have disappeared; alone we stand. 

Under the guarding care of lovely night. 

Thus for some moments nature stands unchanged, 

Till one by one the stars come peeping out; 

Like jewels in the darkened sky above, 

They seem to sparkle with .their flashing light. 
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The first one to the east ^ives forth its rays, 
Then others follow, radiating bright, 
Till like a mass of diamonds in the sky, 
They pour on all the earth a holy light. 
The moon is only new and crescent-shaped; 
It hangs suspended o'er the distant hills 
In such marked contrast with the sun now gone: 
Its light is silver, that was molten red. 
The planets shine the brighter in the mist. 
The palm tree's branches, like a prison bar 
Across the heavenly orb, stretch forth their arms, 
And hide it partly from our 'raptured sight. 

Superb the night! Beautiful in all its form! 

Oh, mighty the God that made thee! all too good 

For us poor wicked men to gaze upon; 

Eternal punishment is but our due. 

But Thou, the Ruler of the day and night. 

The light and darkness are alike to Thee. 

Oh, glorious King who rules the hearts of men, 

Look Thou upon us and be merciful! 

Let not our light eternal fade away; 

Look Thou upon us from Thy throne above. 

And now as like the sun, the moon has sunk 
Deep down behind those low, unbroken hills, 
Giving the stars a sparkling, brighter light, 
Myriads more appear in vast expanse. 
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Now to this one glad night in lone Judea, 

Thousands of restless years were looking down. 

Prophets and men of old, with seers alike, 

Had looked past lingering centuries to this one hour; 

Had waited, but in vain, to see the time 

When King or Prince, long prophesied by men. 

Should come in all His majesty and might. 

And be the Ruler of the chosen race. 

Thousands, I say, had waited there in vain; 

Some doubting, some with hopes still bright each 

year 
Had lived and grown old, then gone to rest 
Without the coming of this earthly King. 
Yet with that blessed faith which passeth hope. 
Trusting in God, the only living Lord, 
Held by a spell-bound magic of the past. 
There they had waited, hoping all in vain. 
Why had the prophesy not come to pass ? 
Why had they waited long in vain? 
Why should not the King of Life have come ? 
Why had they been so long alone ? 

Questions like these had come into their mind. 
But still they struggled on with childlike trust. 
Never doubting, dreading but delay. 
Fearing the Lord who brought them safe from harm. 
This glorious Ruler was to conquer with His might, 
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To come in majesty and kingly wealth, 

When all men prostrate should before Him fall, 

And in submission do as they were bid. 

Way over in the east, serene, alone, 
Shining amidst the brightest planets there, 
Like one lone gem so pure and light, 
Shedding on all a flickering lustre; there, 
Half way up from "riie horizon, fixed, 
Hanging aloof from constellations near, 
With all its radiance of holy light. 
Outshining all the others, has arisen 
A Star — majestic, clear and beautiful — 
Every moment growing brighter still. 
Illuminated by a touch miraculous, 
Reflection of the kingdom of the Lord. 

Shining on men and ages long since gone, 
And swallowed up in never ceasing time. 
There it abides amid the glowing hue 
Of spotless night, to give to us its light — 
The light of God, the light of life and love, 
The light of peace, of mercy: blessed Star! 
Pouring its rays down on the quiet plain 
Like a huge lantern, held by an angel band. 
It lights again those quite forgotten hills. 
And 'wakens in us wonder, fear and dread. 
The shepherds saw it on the pastured plains; 

23 



They heard the angel choir chant the song, 

And sing their blessed *Teace, good will toward 

men/' 
Which echoes now throughout the mighty earth. 
What does it mean, this glory of the sky ? 
Why do the blessed angels sing for joy ? 
Why do hearts beat with awful fear and dread ? 
It is the glowing Star of Bethlehem. 

Shining, as has been said, upon the plain, 

It falls upon a curious spectacle; 

For, winding slowly o'er the vast expanse. 

With measured footsteps, coming closer now. 

There, in the rays of that bright eastern Star, 

Seated on slender vessels of the waste. 

On darkest looking camels they appear 

To come up closer to the eastern side. 

Sometimes they stop, and leaping to the ground. 

Holding their hands up to the parched face, 

As if to keep the light from shining in 

To check their peering vision through the night, 

Beholding how the glorious heaven shines, 

They slow, with reverence, bow down to the ground. 

As if to worship that one guiding Star, 

As though it were an idol of pure gold. 

Slowly again they rise, these curious men. 

Riding and walking, on and on they come; 



Star-led, drawn by the gleaming gem, 

As if a magnet had been placed therein. 

Nor do they stop to take a moment's rest. 

Neither to lay them down in peaceful sleep; 

They slowly near the barren desert's edge, 

And hurry on with unabated zeal. 

Who are these curious men attired in wealth, 

Coming from far, led on by mystery ? 

It is the Magi coming from the East, 

To find the blessed Saviour, promised long; 

The One so long by prophets prophesied. 

The Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 

The plain is past, and as they near us come, 
We get a moment's glance at these three men. 
Wise they are called by Matthew in the Book; 
Why, we do not know, except they be 
So called because there hither they are led 
To worship Him, the Child at Bethlehem. 

Clad in their eastern dress, they all appear alike; 
Their clothes so rich in woven goods, are made 
To hang in widening folds, till, reaching down. 
With every step they seemed to touch the ground. 
All wrapped around their thick and flowing hair. 
Coming far down until it meets the eyes, 
A cloth of crimson hides the high-arched head, 
And keeps the damp'ning mist from doing harm. 
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Two are almost the same iu stature built, 

The other shorter one, with constant stoop. 

Hangs his head forward from his bony breast. 

And seems to meditate in thought profound and wise. 

Scarcely a word is uttered as they come, 

Lest it be urging the beasts of burden on; 

For, sometimes tired and weary with the ride, 

They drop upon their knees and beg to rest. 

But no! on, on, they go, with steady step. 

Until far in the distant scene they spy 

The towers of Herod's palace rising high. 

And thither on they push, lest they should be 

Too late to see the monarch at his feast. 

Or hear what he would say about the Star. 

Soon had they reached the massive, marble walls. 

And tying there the beasts that they might sleep. 
While they were ushered in with retinue. 
They follow on, led by a man in arms. 
Herod, with jeweled crown upon his head. 
They find is walking back and forth with fear 
Along the gorgeous, decorated halls. 
Keeping steady step to the musicians' tune. 
And when the seers before him humbly stand. 
He, sitting on his throne of power, spoke, 
Asking them various questions : ' 'whence they ' d come?' ' 
*'How they had fared the journey o'er the plain ?" 
*'What meant the heavens glowing with the light?" 
**What time the glistening Star had first appeared?" 
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These men had never told what was not true, 

They were too old to do that evil now; 

So, bowing low before the earthly king, 

They told him all just as it came to them. 

Then shook the ruler's frame, lest he should be 

Overthrown from his kingdom where he ruled, 

And held in close subjection by the Babe 

They said had come that night to rule the world. 

He raged within his breast, and cursed and swore, 

And vowed a solemn vow that he would have 

Revenge, and kill the Infant lying there; 

But, ah! alas! it was not so to be. 

Then, said he, *'When you go and worship Him, 

And give to Him the gifts which you have brought, 

Come back and tell me where the Infant lies. 

That I may also come and pay respect.'' 

Now Herod was a heartless, wicked man, 
And in his heart had burned the spark of crime. 
Which now fanned into flame by jealousy. 
It seemed to burn his soul with fever hot. 
His conscience seemed to smite him like a hell; 
For all the wicked deeds which he had done. 
Flashed out before him in the glaring blood 
In which they were committed every day. 
He, lose his sceptre for a babe? Not he, 
Though all the world should up and get to arms, 
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And come in solid ranks before his throne, 
He still was safe, commanding wealth and power. 
If this were true, then why his troubled mind? 
Why did he question where the young Child was, 
If, in the marble halls, where he abode, 
He should be safe from all the outer world? 
Ah! this one fact he realized too well. 
That, feasting every day, he had not kept 
SuflScient guard throughout his scope of reign, 
Nor was he now prepared to take his part. 

The Wise Men have retired to the road; 

Alone in solitude the ruler stands. 

Creating many fancies in his mind 

Of how to rid himself of all his fear. 

When, suddenly, as out upon the clouds, 

Flashes a lightning stroke across the sky. 

So quickly creeps into his heart, 

A wild idea of carrying out his plans. 

Kings, as a rule, fight armies in array. 

And charge upon the phalanx, where brave men. 

All armed for the bloody war, wait till the time 

When they shall fall upon the enemy. 

Not so with Herod, ruler of Judea; 

He, coward, flees when duty bids him come 

And fight for honor of his native land. 

And bear the glorious name his fathers bore. 
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So, standing there alone in dread suspense, 

Scarcely accountable for what he did, 

He, man of power, statesman, with the Devil moved. 

Commanded all the children to be slain: 

^*Two years or under,'' thus he issued forth 

The order which spread out upon the land. 

Bringing a cry of anguish to the lips 

Of mothers kneeling by their children dear. 

But still the prophesy must be fulfilled. 

Which many years ago was told to men; 

**In Rama was a voice of weeping heard. 

And lamentation filled the peaceful land, 

While Rachel mourned those bitter, burning tears. 

Because her darlings had been slain by him." 

Thus in the quiet night went out the sound, 

**Kill all the children in the land around.'' 

Not only now was Herod troubled sore, 
But with him trembled all Jerusalem; 
And so he gathered all the priests and scribes. 
That they might help unfold the mystery. 
And they said unto him: *' Mn Bethlehem 
Of Judea;' for thus the prophets wrote: 
*And thou, O Bethlehem of Juda, art 
Not least among the princes of the land, 
For out of thee shall come a Governor, 
Which evermore shall rule o'er Israel.' " 
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Now when the Wise Men had before him stood, 
Though knowing all the meaning of the Star, 
They knew not where the Infant Child was laid, 
And so they asked King Herod where He was; 
For they had seen His bright Star in the East, 
And now had come from far to worship Him. 

And so 'twas after this the seers had left, 

To travel on until they reached the town, 

Lying so quiet in among the hills. 

Where they had heard the Saviour, Christ, was born. 

And lo! the Star which shone so dazzling bright, 

Went on before them till it came and stood 

Over where the young Child was to lie. 

And thus they hurried on with eagerness. 

Strange must have been the thoughts which came 

and went, 
As now they pondered long on what they heard, 
And wondered at the mighty power of God, 
Who was to guard the Saviour safe from harm. 
And now began to work upon these men 
The bright imagination: what would be 
The scene they were to meet at Bethlehem; 
The pomp and power of this coming King. 
Surely, arrayed in silks and linen fine. 
Surrounded by the riches of the world. 
The Babe of Bethlehem would lie at ease, 
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With all the nations bowing at His feet. 

All kings and queens and rulers there would come, 

To bring Him presents, costly, rich, and rare. 

In rooms were costliest Turkish goods from far. 

Brought there by merchants at the highest price; 

There would they find a multitude of men, 

Among them, those of wealth and rank and power. 

Thinking on all these things, as they supposed 

Would surely happen, only magnified 

To greater splendor, when they should arrive 

With all the gifts they had in store for Him. 

Intoxicated by their curious thoughts. 

Wrapped in anticipation of the scene. 

Looking into the glowing sky above. 

Beholding there the Star still shining bright, 

Once more they fall with faces to the ground, 

Praying to heaven now so beautiful. 

Seeming to see God's holy visage there, 

Pouring itself upon them from the Star, 

Which now, behold it! for it seems to stop 

Directly o'er the village there in sight. 

And seems to point the very spot and place. 

Where lies the new-born Babe they long to see. 

Leaving the wizards coming up the road, 
Now let us turn to Mary, (Virgin pure). 
Crowning of womanhood and innocence, 

3^ 



She has been chosen by the King of Kings, 

To be the mother of our blessed Lord, 

Who was to come both God and man in one. 

The Incarnation lies in mystery, 

Passing all human knowledge men can bring 

To center on the subject; but we know 

That such indeed was true; so let it be. 

We cannot fathom out the power of God, 

Or judge what laws He holds in His right hand. 

But He who had created all the earth, 

Made every man upon it to this day. 

Had made the vast expanse of watery sea, 

Had made the earth so lovely to behold. 

Causing the flood to come upon the earth, 

And all the sinful creatures then to die. 

Had talked with Moses up upon the Mount, 

Giving the law divine unto the world. 

Who, with one motion of His mighty arm, 

Could lay the universe in silence low, 

Could swallow up our land in burning flame, 

Destroying kingdoms at a single glance; 

Could not the God who doeth all these things. 

Without revealing then His power to us, 

Send down His only Son to save the world. 

And there forever end the mystery. 

Leaving us here to meditate in awe. 

Holding us spell-bound by His might? 
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Why should we ever try to puzzle out 

What first we knew to be impossible? 

Let that which is, li^ quiet and untouched, 

And turn our thoughts away with childlike faith. 

Joseph and Mary once abode in Nazareth, 

But now they hastened on to Bethlehem. 

Caesar Augustus, ruler of the realm, 

Sent out a law throughout his vast domain 

That all who dwelt inhabitants thereof 

Should pay a tax to help the common debt. 

So now the fixed custom carrying out. 

They leave their home and to the city come, 

Where they can pay the portion which they owe, 

To the authorities abiding there. 

How long it took them to complete the ride 

We do not know; no verses touch on that; 

But there they came up to the city gate, 

And after recognition entered in. 

Those who came first and paid the highest price, 

Were lodged at homes of ease. Not so with them; 

They, tired from many rides, go to the inn, 

And after inquiry are turned away. 

Now that the night was coming on so fast, 

A place of rest must be procured at once, 

So, after inquiry from door to door. 

But one thing now is left for them to do. 
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Down in the lowest portion ot the town, 

Where only those who poor and idle live, 

Stands out a curious structure, made of wood, 

A stable, where the sheep and oxen feed. 

To this lowly dwelling for the night 

They hurry on to get some quiet rest, 

Meeting many a magistrate of wealth. 

Or now and then a shepherd-boy come in 

To see the people who had come from far, 

Leaving the flocks way up upon the hills. 

Here, at this season of the year, they come 

To greet each other, and to pay respect. 

But Joseph, with his wife, seemed quite alone, 

Not knowing where to go. At last they stand 

Beside the place where cattle enter in, 

And now are sleeping, after day of toil. 

Were thev alone? No: God was with them there. 

Who knew that in the dead of quiet night 

The Saviour of the world would there be born, 

Who was to save us all from sin and death ? 

There in the darkness, while the people rest. 
And all the village seemed enwrapped in sleep. 
Rose the bright Star which led the Wise Men on. 
Which pointed out the spot where there they stopped. 
The cattle, feeding in the wooden stalls. 
Some lying down, some wakened b> the sound 
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Of these two persons coming in with them, 

View the intruders with suspicious eye. 

Here, as the whole world knows, the Babe was born. 

Jesus, the Son of God, came down from Heaven; 

Lord of Glory, Lord of Righteousness, 

Light of the World, and Holy Lamb ot God, 

Begotten of the Father and not made, 

Being of one substance with the Lord; 

Maker and Preserver of all things. 

Bread of Life, the Bright and Morning Star, 

Shepherd in the land, the Son of God, 

The great and only Shepherd of the sheep; 

Son of the Highest, Christ our Passover, 

Messiah, Mighty God, and Corner Stone, 

Same yesterday, to-day, forevermore. 

The Way, the Truth, the Life, the Holy One; 

The Dayspring, Faithful Witness, First and Last, 

Prince of the kings of earth, the great I am; 

Image of God, Jehovah, Word of God, 

Lord of all Glory, Truth, the Nazarene, 

Alpha and Omega, through all time, 

Immanuel, to die upon the Cross! 

All this, yet in a lowly manger laid, 

For, guarded by the Holy Ghost from Heaven, 

He came to search the hearts of all mankind. 

To help despairing sinners reach the goal. 
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Now let us follow up the Magi train, 

Which now comes on to where the Star has stopped. 

Little they knew what was in store* for them, 

Reality would open wide their eyes, 

Reveal to them a sight not seen before. 

Not much expected by those aged seers. 

Night is half spent: a few white fleecy clouds 

Float by; for now the mist has risen above; 

But yet the Star shines through it as before. 

As now above the stable still it stands. 

Straight on ahead, only a short hour's walk. 

They see so still and quiet 'twixt the hills. 

The little town of Bethlehem. Oh, welcome sight! 

And often now and then an arched roof 

Rises above the other houses low, 

All clustered there together, side by side. 

The starlight falls upon the dreaming town, 

A village long since lost in quiet sleep; 

Entrancing now the scene that met their gaze. 

Their hearts beat fast with jov beyond control. 

Now they have reached the limits of the town. 
Which lie out on the plain surrounding it. 
And not a sound, save on the hills is heard 
The bleating of a flock of lonely sheep. 
Then down the narrow street they onward move, 
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Looking from side to side to find the house, 
Where therein they expect to find the King 
In all the glory of an earthly prince. 
The camels raise their heads and sniff the breeze, 
Which now seems saturated with the breath 
Of holiness, as slowly on they come, 
With every step fast coming to the place 
Where lies the Infant, in the manger low. 
The Wise Men know it not as they draw near, 
Hither led on by more than human power. 
Straight to the stable quickly they proceed; 
Pause at the door a moment, then with joy, 
Enter in. There, wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
A halo gleaming bright about His head. 
Lies the long-looked-for Child of Bethlehem. 
Other men, hearing that a child was born. 
Have also come, and in those narrow walls 
A never-to-be forgotten scene appears. 
Quite opposite to what they counted on. 
Mary, the beloved mother of the child. 
Watches near by with thankful, joyous heart, 
Knowing a child was born into the world. 
She was the mother of the Son of God. 
Joseph, when the Wise Men enter in. 
Seeing they had come on a journey long, 
Advances there to greet them, bid them come 
And see the child that was just giv'n him. 
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Joseph returns their greeting with a smile, 

And speaks a word of kindness to the men, 

Who, drawing closer to the hallowed spot, 

With admiration look upon the Babe. 

Then when they saw what was the truth, 

That this indeed was Jesus lying there. 

Seized by a wild desire to worship Him, 

They closer draw and fall upon their knees. 

Bowing before Him there in penitence. 

In meek submission to the will of God, 

They fancy they can see in after years 

Christ sitting on His throne with glory crowned. 

Ruling all nations by His powerful might, 

And raising up all those who serve Him well. 

We only can imagine what they kneeling said. 

They must have uttered words of praise and love. 

Holding within their hearts that holy faith 

Which they had been possessed of many years; 

That faith which on this night had led them forth 

And brought them o^er the desert lone and drear, 

On to this little town called Bethlehem, 

That name forever hallowed to mankind. 

Thev must have thanked the God who made them, 

that 
They had been spared their homage now to pay. 
But, ah! how different was the spectacle 
Compared with what before they had in mind! 
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What! God's Begotten Son to come to men 

And choose a stable for His birthplace low ? 

To choose the little town so long obscure, 

Lying alone in the Judean hills? 

Yes! verily it was the Lord's command, 

To come a meek and lowly child of man, 

There to begin a life of holy works, 

And rise from death triumphant o'er the grave. 

Now they arise, and quickly turning round, 

They each appear with treasures in their hands — 

Gifts they had brought to give the new-born King, 

And lay, amid their blessings, at His feet. 

The first and shortest one of all the three, 

Draws near the Child with slow and measured step, 

Lying now helpless in its mother's arms. 

Picture of innocence, divinely given; 

Then, stopping at the blessed Virgin's feet. 

Draws forth the gift which he from far had brought; 

Gorgeous in gold, and not to be procured 

Without some good reward, in money paid. 

Not if inspired inwardly by God 

Could he have chosen so appropriate 

A gift as this, which he presented ther . 

Symbol of godly power and royalty; 

Gold used at all the royal feasts of kings, 

This metal now most valuable to men. 
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So he had spared no means or time to get 
This gift most suitable, as there he bowed 
Again before Him, then arose, and turned , 
To go away, and meditate in thought. 

The next, an old man of profoundest thought, 

Drew near, like the other one had done, 

Bowing and kneeling at the Virgin's feet. 

He, too, bowed low, and then brought forth his gift. 

This one had chosen, with no little thought, 

A gift which meant so much, if we but think 

Of how 'twas given unto Him that night, 

With all the love that wizard could bestow. 

He then produced the gift, and gave to Him 

Frankincense, as a token of His power. 

And of His Holy nature, One with God, 

Divine in man, and man with God combined. 

Then low he laid this at the Saviour's feet. 

And then withdrew as quiet as before. 

Now all good men the other present know, 

And yet you will not realize until 

'Tis told, how much this last — not least of all. 

Foretold what was so soon for Him to know. 

He had brought myrrh; which, now unwrapping all 

The cords till then had bound it, gave to Him. 

This was a symbol of the bitterness 

Ot human life; and Christ had more to bear 
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Of misery and pain than any man, 
Although he was the living Child of God; 
This, too, was speaking His mortality. 
He had come down to live as other men. 
To bear the fiery pangs of lower life. 
To suflFer and to die a cruel death. 

All who had come to see the infant Child, 

All, save the Wise Men, have gone to their homes; 

And now these three who came across the plain, 

Are fast preparing to depart again. 

They wrap the robes which they had thrown off, 

Around their bodies, clothed in rarest cloth; 

And, standing near the manger, look once more 

At Jesus, who is sleeping peaceful sleep. 

As quietly as they at first had come, 

Bidding the parents a last, long farewell. 

They quickly trace their footsteps to the door. 

And out into the night they go once more. 

When they departed to their native land, 

Whether they staid in Bethlehem that night. 

Whether they traced their footsteps back 

On to the desert, then to native land. 

We do not know, for Scripture tells us naught, 

And as to their departure we must guess. 

As they had come from dark obscurity. 

So must they sink in deep oblivion; 



Just as the glowing sun had gone to rest 
Behind the hills, which bordered on the plain, 
They, too, have left us in the dark. 
Save the reflection which we still can see. 

Farewell, O Wise Men of the East, farewell! 

We leave you swallowed up by Father Time. 

Centuries have come and gone, and yet 

We see you bowing at the Saviour's feet. 

Oh! little did you know, when there you came, 

On that bright, glorious night, led by the Star, 

That you were only chosen then to be 

The first to come and greet the new born King! 

Centuries are looking to that one lone Star; 

Thousands are still led on to Him, 

Not lying now a Babe at Bethlehem, 

But sitting on His glorious Throne above. 

Following your footsteps even now, 

Christendom is traveling o'er the plain 

Of life, with all its burdens, toils and woe, 

On till we lay us down in death. 

vSome have come with many precious gifts, 

Others have followed, empty-handed there; 

Some have the faith which you, O Wise Men, had, 

Some come still doubting that the Saviour lives. 

Ye only led the way for us each day 

To follow; and as long as Christ shall live, 
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Known to men in time that is to come. 
Millions of living souls will follow you. 

The Star which lighted up the midnight sky, 

And shone o'er Bethlehem's plains that glorious night, 

Is shining still, but brighter than before; 

Is shining in the very soul of man. 

That Star, which once illuminated bright, 

And shone so dazzling on the desert plain. 

Is lighting up the weary path of life. 

As on and upward to our rest we go. 

Still o'er the hills of life we hear 
The angel chorus, sung so long ago; 
Still can we hear the harpers of the sky, 
Calling us onward to our Heavenly Home. 



[ END OF BOOK I ] 



BOOK II 



SALVATION 
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^^ Careworn man has in all ages^ 
Sown vanity to reap despair y 



— GOBTHB. 



SALVATION 



God is life, the life of all the world: 
Without God all things would be dead indeed. 
Because we stray from God we all must die; 
We live in sin, and sin is cruel death. 
Why is it if the Lord is good and kind, 
And loves us as a father loves a child, 
He sends this crushing blow we all must bear, 
And punishment which comes to good and bad ? 

When God created man upon the earth. 

And placed the father of the human race 

In that one garden spot so beautiful. 

Where every day was Nature's paradise, 

He made him ruler over everything; 

All beasts and fowls were under his command. 

He knew no sorrow, knew no pain or woe; 

(Oh blissful day when these were all unknown!) 

He differed from the creatures with him there, 

Only in this wise, as we all can see. 

He had the gift of knowing right from wrong; 

A free and moral agent thus he was. 
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He had what men call conscience; in this way, 
And this alone, he differed from the beasts. 
Undoubtedly this faculty was given 
To make us happier than we could have been 
Than if we wandered round without an aim. 
As animals upon the mountains roam. 
Without this gift of gifts, could men enjoy 
The natural beauties all around them given ? 
Doubtless if we had not this moral power, 
We could have even hoped to gain our end. 
Thus, should not Adam, the first man, have used 
This power given him from God above, 
Not in the way he crushed and ruined it. 
But as intended for his happier state ? 

Free agent in the world this Adam was; 
And so he exercised his own free will. 
He, tempted, fled from God who gave him all; 
He sinned, and thus defied the Mighty One: 
He sinned, and crushed from out his human life 
The happiness that was in store for him. 
God said to him: **I offered you all these, 
I gave them to be used by you aright; 
But you have fled from Me, and so must I 
Inflict the punishment which is your due; 
With labor, toil and drudgery heaped up. 
Under all these ye thus shall live your days." 



Some will account the King of Kings unjust 

For thus degrading all the human race; 

And yet, if looked upon in common sense, 

We must believe that such was for the best. 

For, had not death thus ended all the strife, 

And put an end to all this misery, 

Think you of what this world would be — 

The pangs and tortures of an endless life! 

Here in a hell on earth (as then 'twould be). 

Unfit to live in, breathe in, or be called our home; 

To-day we would implore the living God 

In mercy now to take us from it all, 

Beseeching Him to call us anywhere, 

To live in rest and peaceful quietness. 

God, in His all-wise, gracious providence. 

Has looked far down the corridors of time, 

And said: I shall relieve them from it all; 

I'll call them to a peaceful sleep of death. 

Surely 'tis merciful to treat us so, 

Far more than thus to leaye us here in pain* 

Yet God has said, these souls are dear to Me; 

For God is Love; the Bible tells us this: 

I'll make a refuge for these weary souls, 

I'll give to them an everlasting Home. 

Thus when we fall into that sleep of Death, 
We do not end the life begun on earth ; 

49 



It is that night has come after the toil, 

111 which we lay us down in peaceful sleep; 

And when the morning shines with holy light, 

We are to waken and be judged by God, 

Whether we are then still to live in pain, 

And be tormented as upon the earth. 

Or else to have a heavenly reward 

In mansions in the kingdom of the blest. 

Now human nature craves this great reward; 
It is the longing of our inmost soul 
To be with God above, where all is love. 
And know our long and weary race is won. 

Then knowing this, our highest aim should be 
To have the benediction of the Lord, 
That when the great day comes we may be found 
Acceptable to Him who bids us come. 
Salvation, then, we thus must try to gain, 
The plan of which has been revealed to us. 

Before continuing, we must concede 
That there is One, supreme above all else — 
A God, — who made the glorious universe, 
Who holds all laws within His mighty arm. 
Even the poorest heathen has a god; 
The savage worships one whom he believes 
To have all power, might and majesty, 
xAl though it may not be the God we serve. 
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How can we think a man has ever lived 

Who doubts there is a God who has all might? 

'Tis not a natural outcome of our thoughts; 

We have not been created thus to doubt. 

Some men may doubt the words the Bible speaks, 

And also all the writs of godly men; 

But here I state, no one has ever lived 

Who does not know and feel there is a God. 

And so if men should offer this to us, 

We would not take it under closest oath: 

Such men but lie, and do as Adam did, 

If such there are that use the statement made. 

Such men when lying at the door of death. 

About to meet the God of earth and heaven, 

Are they who shrink away in humblest shame. 

And cry, **0 God! look Thou, be merciful!'* 

Ponder on this, for such we find is truth ; 

All men believe there is a mighty God. 

We being children and from Adam born, 
Have thus inherited those things he had; 
Not only, though, because we came from him, 
But we have done the things which once he did. 
Do we not sin ? Aye, often, every day. 
Do we not stray from God continually ? 
If such be true, then what can we expect ? 
God shows no partiality in what He does. 
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As Adam labored, so we all must toil; 

As Adam died, so we must suffer death. 

When Cain killed Abel, then the strife began; 

He saw that life could then be made extinct; 

And from that time men plundered, killed and robbed. 

And so 'twill always be, unless we turn 

And all be perfect men as God designed: 

But we have sunken in the mire so low, 

''Tis more than human strength alone can save. 

As time rolls on with never ceasing beat, 

We shall keep on the same old path to tread. 

Surrounded by uncertainty and sin. 

When God sent flood to cover all the earth. 
Did not the only just man live throughout ? 
All perished save the one who did the right; 
He only lived because he pleased the I^ord. 
God shows His love again, when then He said, 
I ne'er again will flood what I have made. 
Surely this warning would be quite enough. 
But no! as soon as men had multiplied. 
And came to rove about in numbers large, 
They went to fighting and to cruel war, 
And brought again the pain upon themselves. 

Thus, we can see, it has been through all time: 
God raises up, and we cast down again; 
God helps us on, and we but turn and flee; 
And then we wonder why we suffer death. 
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O men, ye must be blind! Can ye not see 
That we have brought it all upon ourselves? 
Still I shall show that God still loves us all; 
He does not now forsake us, nor despise 
The lowly, contrite heart which comes to Him 
And says, ''I have done wrong; O God, forgive!'* 
This love will play a great and endless part 
In all our problems touching on this line; 
We soon must see how we are in the wrong. 
And how this love of God holds out the prize. 

Thus time rolled on with never ceasing beat; 
Long centuries came and went as 'twere a day; 
Great generations lived and fell asleep; 
And God still saw the wicked hearts of men. 
But now the time had come when love to man 
Caused God with all the mercy He possessed, 
To say, I cannot see my children lost, 
A great salvation I must make for them. 

God was to send His only Son to us — 

The Lord of Life, and Son of Man combined, — 

One who would walk upon the earth with men, 

And speak to them of everlasting life. 

He was to take our nature on Himself; 

He was to have the body which we have. 

To suffer pain and tortures, shed the tears 
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Which wicked men once shed He came to save. 
But He was not to come as other men. 
Though born of woman, yet His mother was 
To be a blessed Virgin, holy, pure; 
A man conceived of the Holy Ghost. 
And thus an angel had come down and said: 
''Thou art to be the mother of the Lord; 
Thy Son shall be direct from God above; 
And thou art blest above all womankind.'' 

Knowing these things, now let us turn our minds 

To Bethlehem, that town in lone Judea, 

Where Jesus Christ was in a stable born, 

Among the beasts of burden feeding there. 

We see the Prince of Peace, as He is called, 

Not come to men as one of might and power, 

But there upon a manger laid, a babe. 

Sends forth a halo, given Him from God. 

There Wise Men from the East had come that night, 

Led thither by a mystic, glowing Star; 

They fell down at His feet and worshipped Him, 

Because they then believed He was the King. 

Now, mark you, the humility displayed; 

The Son of God came down a little child, 

A helpless infant in His mother's arms. 

While cattle lowed, and looked with curious eye. 
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Can this be true, that God made manifest 

To all mankind the Saviour of our souls 

In this wise, with no pomp or glory showed ? 

Can this be true ? I ask vou each to think. 

Some might have doubted should we not have known 

The mighty works that followed in His life, 

The mighty acts He undertook and did. 

That we might see He more than human was. 

We clearly have the proof that this was true; 

We know it, just as any history. 

Now let us see if this man was a God; 
He said He was, but let us still inquire. 
And bring the needed proof to throw its light 
Upon this subject, which some men will doubt. 

'Twas on the third day Christ to Cana came 
To be a guest, and see the marriage feast; 
And yet not only did they bid Him come, 
But the disciples, too, were with Him called. 
And when they found the wine had given out, 
Jesus' mother came to Him and said, 
'*They have no wine;'' but Jesus said to her, 
"Woman, what have I now to do with thee? 
Surely my time and hour have not yet come." 
His mother said unto the servants there, 
'*What'er He saith unto you, do it straight." 
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And there were set six waterpots of stone, 

After the purifying of the Jews: 

And Jesus said, '*Now fill the waterpots;*' 

And so thev filled them even to the brim. 

And then He said unto them: '*Draw out now, 

And bear them to the host, the governor;" 

And they, obeying, bare the vessels out. 

And when the ruler of the feast had sipped 

The water that had been transformed to wine, 

The host called forth the bridegroom, and then spoke. 

And said, *'Thou hast kept the good wine until now.'' 

Does not this miracle the Saviour did, 

Show us, in truth. He must have been a God ? 

And still again, a multitude of men 

Followed Him because they saw His works. 

And Jesus went up on the mountain side, 

And there He sat with the disciples round; 

And lifting up His eyes. He saw afar, 

A crowd of people coming after Him. 

Then said He unto Philip, standing by, 

** Where shall we get the bread that these may eat ?" 

And Philip said, **Two hundred penny worth 

Of bread is not sufficient lor them all." 

Now one of the disciples said to Him: 

**There is a lad which hath five barley loaves 

And two small fishes with him in the place, 
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But wliat are they among so many men ?''' 
Then Jesus said, **Go make the men sit down;^' 
And so they sat them down upon the grass. 
Five thousand was the number of them there, 
The gospel tells us in the Holy Book. 
Then Jesus took the loaves, and giving thanks, 
Gave to the men in equal number round; 
And then the fishes took thev each in turn, 
Not very much, but every man had some. 

When all were filled, Christ to those serving spoke, 
And said, **Go gather up the fragments left, 
That nothing shall be lost;'' and so they went 
And gathered up twelve baskets from the ground. 

So can we doubt Him but a God to be, 

Who fed five thousand with the barley loaves ? 

Again; behold there came to Jesus Christ 
A certain ruler; and then worshipped Him^ 
And said: *^My daughter even now is dead. 
So come and lay Thy hand upon her head.'^ 
Then Jesus turned and followed him without; 
And when He came into the ruler's house. 
And heard the minstrels making all the noise. 
He said, *'Give place; the maid can not be dead. 
But sleepeth;" and they laughed at Him with scorn, 
Believing not a word which there He spoke. 
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But when the people were put forth, and He 
Went in and took her gently by the hand, 
The maid arose; and lo! she lived again. 
Then Jesus left amid the greatest fame. 

Was not He a God, thus showing forth 
His power when He raised the dead to life ? 

When Jesus Christ had entered in a ship. 

Some of the disciples followed Him; 

And there arose a tempest in the sea 

So that the ship was covered with the waves. 

Now Jesus, tired, had fallen fast asleep; 

And the disciples rose and came to Him, 

Saying, while, trembling with a dreadful fear, 

''Lord, save us, or we perish in the deep!'' 

And He said unto them, ''Why fear ye so ? 

O ye of little faith.'' Then He arose. 

Rebuking the fierce wind, and raging sea. 

And lo! the storm had stopped; there was a calm. 

Think you the Man who rules the wind and waves 
To be the Son of God, or not? I ask you this. 

If ye believe, then let us now proceed. 
And see how God in Heaven, by His Son, 
Has opened unto us the gate of Life 
That we poor men may with Him enter in. 
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The road is rocky, rough, the path is bent; 
But we must travel o'er the weary road. 
This Christ must be our leader, as we go; 
He knows the way, the land is strange to us. 
He says, *'Corae, follow Me;'' and He will lead 
Until the journey ends, and we have peace. 

Hear ye the words He says to men; and now 
'Tis just the same as though He spoke to us. 

*'The poor in spirit are the blest," He says, 
**For they shall see the kingdom of the Lord. 
The pure in heart are also blest; for they 
Shall see God some day on His glorious throne. 
Ye men are called the salt of all the earth. 
But if the salt has lost its savored taste. 
Wherewith shall it be salted ?" thus He spoke; 
And we have lost the goodness which He gave. 
**Ye men are, too, the light of all the world; 
For, like a city set upon a hill, 
Ye cannot hide yourselves from other men, 
Or do things that will not be seen of God. 
So let your light shine out before the world, 
That men may see and glorify your God. 
Think not that I am now come to destroy 
The laws your land has had, or prophets voice; 
I come to fulfill, and save the world. 
And help you reach the throne of God above." 
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These words the Son of God has preached and taught. 
Coming from Him they all must have their weight; 
Coming from Him, we cannot pass them by; 
He tells us this to help us on our way. 

**Except your righteousness exceed the same 

The scribes have had, and even more than this, 

Ye can in no wise enter into rest, 

Ye cannot hope to gain the great reward. 

Swear not at all by Heaven; for it is 

The throne of God whereon He rules the world. 

Nor swear ye by the earth; for this is but 

His footstool, where all men before Him fall. 

Swear not ye by Jerusalem; for this 

Shall be the city of the King of Kings. 

But let your speaking pure and simple be: 

Say yea for yea, and nay for nay ; no more. 

Give to him that asketh alms of thee; 

Go help the poor and needy, and the sick; 

Do unto others as you'd have them do 

To you, if you could choose for them to act. 

Be therefore perfect, even as your God 

Is perfect, trying hard to make you so. 

Pray not, and use long repetitions vain. 

For this is what the heathen children do; 

But pray in secret there alone with God, 

For He will surely openly reward. 
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Forgive your debtors, God commands us this, 
That so we may forgiveness have from God; 
'Thy Kingdotn come, O God/ thus say these words, 
As meaning them, and not for senseless speech.'' 

*'Save not up treasures here upon the earth. 

Where rust corrupts, and thieves break through and 

steal. 
For where your treasure is, your heart will be. 

Ye cannot serve two masters — God and man. 
The fowls that fly about amid the air. 
They sow not, neither reap they, but we see 
The Heavenly Father feeds and cares for them, 
And are we not much better, far, than they ? 
The lilies of the field toil not nor spin. 
Yet Solomon was not arraved like these. 
The grass shall die and wither, flowers fade, 
But God's Almighty Word shall ever stand. 
Take no thought what ye now shall eat or wear, 
But seek ye first the Kingdom of the Lord. 
Judge not, lest ye be judged of the Lord; 
And boast not, for it can avail us naught; 
Give not the holy things unto the dogs. 
For they will trample them, and turn again. 
Ask, and it shall then be given to you: 
Seek, and ye shall find the things you want: 
Knock, and God will open unto you; 
For he shuts not the door on righteous men." 
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Thus ended He the sermon on the mount. 
What better doctrine do we want than this ? 
He tells us what to do, and not to do, 
Appealing to the hearts of all the world. 

Now this is what the holy John has said 
Who wrote the gospel of our blessed Lord: 
**For God so loved the world in which we live, 
He gave us His beloved, only Son, 
That whosoe'er believes in Jesus Christ, 
Should not be lost, but have eternal life.*' 

These words are surely plain to all of us, 
They speak a language which we all know well; 
Again they tell us of the love of God, 
They tell us how He looks upon the world. 
The Father loved the Son, and so has given 
All things to Him; and this we must confess. 

Again the Bible tells us these plain words, 
'^That all who do believe on Jesus Christ, 
Shall surely live; but he that hath not faith, 
The wrath of God will some day on him fall." 

This written revelation from on high. 

We cannot put away, and then live on, 

And say we have not warning from the Lord; 

Such speaking would be false, as all must know. 
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We cannot help but ponder on them long: 
They mean so much; and this we realize. 

Now Christ taught not a superstition vile, 

Nor spake He things we cannot understand. 

He taught a wholesome doctrine, and plain truth 

The most uneducated could enjoy. 

He taught so simply men with wonder stared; 

They thought that He would speak in different ways. 

He came to save the lost sheep of the fold, 

And not the men who always righteous were. 

Do not the gospels shed a holy light, 

A light of simple truth, which we should see, 

And understand ? If not, it is our fault; 

We thus but turn and stray away from God. 

Do we want other signs ? Absurdity! 

When men say this they do not mean these words, 

Can we once doubt the words which Jesus spoke ? 

'T would only be a folly on our part. 

Will ye then listen, or still shrink away 

In silence, when we feel a wrongful act ? 

Oh! why not look the question in the face, 

Oh! why not come with simple childlike faith. 

We must believe before we can be saved. 

Have ye not heard it from the mouth of God ? 

Come put ye now the holy armor on. 

Go forth and fight the goodly fight of faith, 
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Be valiant in the battle, true and brave; 

Our help will be with Him, the Lord of Hosts. 

Now surely God was good and kind to men, 
To send His only Son that we might live. 
Again we see God's mercy here bestowed. 
Again we see He loves us every one. 

But no, this would not do; men turned away. 
And fled from Jesus Christ, the Son of God. 
What, you will say, was this accepted not? 
Were men so vile as thus to seek their fate ? 
Yes, once again, the time had come, I say. 
When all the world should up and get to arms. 
To fight this godly Man so innocent. 
To make a holy sacrifice of Him. 

Oh, what a shame! what shame, I say, 

On all the beings in this earth of sin. 

Ah! fie upon them! fie upon them all! 

They left not only Christ, but God above. 

And still we hear it said, **Why should we die?'' 

O men can ye not see 'tis but our due ? 

Can ye not look beyond the earth of sin, 

And peer into that noble life of His ? 

We brought it on ourselves, and thus we must 

All bear the load which seems too hard to bear. 

If we would be free men again and live. 

We all must look to Christ, who died for us. 
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Now all throughout the latter life of Christ 

They tried their best to ruin and defile, 

And find some means, no matter if 'twas false, 

In order that they might entangle Him. 

But such was not to be, they could not bring 

SuflBcient light to fall upon the case, 

SuflScient witnesses to come and swear. 

For He had done but good in all His work. 

Their motive must have been a jealousy, 

A kind of craze which swept them madly on. 

They said He had blasphemed, and that was all; 

'Tis true He said He was the Son of God. 

Though these are true, 'twas not deserving death* 

The matter was the priests began to fear; 

They went about, incensed the common crowd, 

And spurred them on to riot, and rebel. 

Some followed and believed in Him, 'tis true; 

Some w^ent with Him for curiosity ; 

And yet 'twas all the talk about the place. 

Of how to rid themselves of this just man. 

The soldiers said, '*But Csesar is our King," 

And others cried, *'He should be put to death." 

But Christ knew all the time what was to come, 

He knew the awful pain He soon must bear. 

It was a sacrifice long prophesied. 

And so the prophecy must be fulfilled. 
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Leaving the populace with these vile thoughts 

And all the people walking in the streets, 

Now let us peer into the upper room, 

Where sat the twelve Apostles and the Christ. 

To bid a last farewell they gathered there, 

That they might sup with Him, and He with them. 

What think you were the feelings in their hearts 

As silently they thought of what was nigh ? 

What think you, did the Saviour's heart not break 

As He looked on them e'er He went to die? 

But see them now! Behold their startled look! 

For Christ says unto all sitting there, 

'*There sits one with Me in this very room. 

Who shall betray Me even unto death.'' 

Their faces pale and flush with -sudden fear, 
To think that any one could be so base. 
And then they each began to ask of Him, 
*^Good Saviour, is it I? Oh! is it I ?" 

See, Jesus stops, and looks with not a word. 
He will not tell them quite so suddenly; 
And then He speaks, **'Tis even he who now 
Dips with me in the dish; he is the one." 

The one who dipped with Him just at that time, 
Was Judas, one Iscariot called, a Jew, 
Who sold his Master for the paltry sum 
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Of thirty silver pieces, to the men. 

Then Jesus looked, and said to Judas there, 

''Now what thou doest, do quickly.'' Then He stopped 

And all were silent; Judas hung his head: 

The shame of it was coming on him now. 

Oh! base and wicked, vilest among men; 

O Judas, you; how could you sink so low! 

What shame is this you have put on yourself 

To sell the Son of God, betray your friend ? 

You shall have greatest of all punishment; 

All nations shall rise up and curse your name. 

No wonder you went out and hanged yourself; 

God should have given you unto the dogs, 

For death too light a compensation was. 

You but deserve what men receive in hell: 

A burning fire, a pang unbearable; 

A scorpion whip, with lashes cutting in. 

To make you writhe in pain; the curse of God; 

All these are but your due. Now satisfied 

With your foul deed, your name will ever go 

Down through the paths of time but mocked and 
scorned. 

The time has come; Christ to the garden goes 
Alone, for all have left Him save His God. 
With agony He kneels down on the ground. 
So cold and damp, it seems to send a chill; 
Great beads of sweat are standing in bold view 
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Upon His forehead, raised in prayer to God, 

Saying, **0 Father! take the cup away, 

Yet not My will but Thine, O God, be done!" 

The shadows fall, and night comes on apace; 
'Tis growing dark, and darker all the time. 
And Jesus, looking down the winding road, 
Perceives a crowd of soldiers coming near. 
Their torches gleam while swinging to and fro, 
Their staves and spears send out reflections dim; 
But on and on they come; now getting near 
They stop and stand direct in front of Him. 
Judas appears to be the foremost man. 
He, stepping from the ranks, a greeting gives, 
And says, ^*Hail, Master," then imprints one kiss 
Upon the cheek he used to love so well. 
This was the sign; they quickly close around: 
And Jesus says, *Whom come ye out to seek?" 
They made reply, *'We look for Him called Christ." 
Then He said, **I am He." Then was he bound. 

Now let us follow Christ, the prisoner. 

Into the justice hall, where there He stands. 

So Christ they lead away to the high priest. 
Where with him were assembled all the scribes; 
And they took council there among themselves. 
Of how to get the witnesses that He might die. 
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Their stories did not coincide nor stand; 
The witnesses all witnessed different things; 
But one got up and said, ''We heard Him say, 
'I will destroy this temple made with hands, 
And build it up again in three short days, 
But this one shall not be the work of hands.' " 
The high priest stood up in the midst and said, 
''Sayest thou nothing to these things ye hear?*' 
But Jesus held His* peace and answered not. 
Again the priest began to speak, and said, 
''Art Thou the Christ, the Son of God on Higli ?'' 
And Jesus said, "I am, and ye shall see 
Me sitting on My Father's throne above. 
And coming in the clouds of earth and heaven.'' 
And then the high priest rent his clothes, and saith, 
*'What need have we of further witnesses?" 
Then they began to strike Him with their hands. 
And spit on Him; and calling to Him said, 
''Come, prophesy unto us. King of Kings, 
For Thou hast said Thou art the Son of God." 

Next morning as the rising eastern sun 
Began to shed abroad its crimson light, 
The priests and scribes a consultation held, 
And they bound Christ, and then to Pilate went 
Then Pilate asked Him, sitting in his chair, 
**Art Thou the King of all the Jews and men?" 
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And Jesus, looking up at him replied, 
*'Tliou sayest it," then stopped and glanced away. 
Now Pilate marvelled greatly at these things, 
For Jesus answered not another word. 

It was a custom, long since carried out. 
To give the people one whom they desired, 
A prisoner — whosoever they should say — 
Must be let free, and have no punishment. 
Now there was one, Barabbas named, which lay 
All bound for robbery and other crimes. 
Then Pilate said, 'What will ye have me do, 
Release to you this King of all the Jews?" 
And they s^aid, **Crucify Him unto death." 
But Pilate said/ What evil hath He done?" 
But they cried out the more to **Crucify ! 
His blood be on our children and on us !" 
Then Pilate gave Barabbas unto them. 
And Christ, that He should then be put to death. 

They clothed Him with the richest purple robes. 
And put a crown of thorns upon His head, 
And smote upon His head with reeds, and bowed 
Their knees down to the ground and worshipped Him. 
And when they took the purple robe from Him, 
They led Him forth to Golgotha to die. 

Behold the solemn, slowly-moving train! 
The men with sinful curses on their lips! 
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The lowly Man, so gentle and so meek! 
God's only Son, alone in all the world! 

The Roman eagles raised on high proclaim 

The power of Caesar. Spears and helmets bright 

Glide here and there among the maddened crowd, 

And mounted men ride by on warring steeds. 

Women follow, holding by the hand 

Young children; and beside them, now and then, 

Some hardened heart seems melting with the scene. 

And tear-drops start in sympathy for Him. 

The shadows fall; the dark walls rise aghast 
Against the sombre sky. 'Tis growing dark, 
And every moment brings the hour near 
For the great sacrifice upon the Cross. 

The place is reached; the rude procession stops 
Upon a hill with city full in view. 
The Cross is raised on high, and planted firm. 
Pointing to Heaven, and the heavenly home. 

How little did they think that that would be 
The symbol of His love, and power, and might, 
From land to land, and far across the sea. 
Sweeping all else before it in its flight. 
That glorious flight to hearts of thousands lost 
In all the sin and shame of earthly life, 
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Ordained by Christ, the Prince of Heaven and earth, 
When flowed the stream from Calvary that day. 

No cry of anguish echoes back and forth 
From hill to hill, and o'er the city walls. 
Save Mary weeping, and the holy John, 
Who gaze upon the scene with broken hopes. 

Jesus is meek humility and love. 

Those tender eyes which long met theirs each day. 

Are shining with celestial fire and light. 

Raised heavenward in a silent prayer for strength. 

Those hands which healed the sick, and gave the 

sight 
To those who wandered on, poor, wretched, blind. 
Are clasped in tenderness; but soon will be 
Pierced by the cruel nails. O God, forbid! 
And keep them from it. Stay their cruel hands! 
Come with the heavenly legions from above. 

'Twas foreordained; He came to die for us; 
It must be done to save the world from death. 
And there they nailed Him to the cruel Cross. 
On either side two thieves were crucified. 
So that the prophecies were all fulfilled, 
''He shall be numbered with the transgressors.'' 

Then they passed by and railed Him, crying out, 
''Come down now from the Cross and save Thyself. 
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He saved other men and raised them up. 
He cannot save Himself; this is no God.*' 
Then lifting up His eyes above, He cried: 
**My God, why hast Thou now forgotten Me?*' 
And hanging there amid the agony, 
He hung His head, and gave His soul to God. 

Then awful darkness came upon the land, 

The whole earth quaked as with a shock from Heaven, 

The veil which in the temple hung so long. 

Was torn in twain, from top to bottom rent. 

Then when the people saw these wondrous things 

They looked around, amazed with fear and dread, 

Saying to one another, as they watched, 

**Truly this Jesus was the Son of God." 

Joseph, who said he loved our blessed Lord, 
The body takes, and puts it in the tomb; 
They bury Christ, the Lord of Righteousness, 
And seal the heavv stone and set a watch. 

Is this Salvation ? Jesus Christ to die, 

And be tormented by a thirsty mob ? 

**No! no!" some men will cry; but stop! I pray; 

The curtain has not fallen on this play of lite. 

There comes a peaceful calm, which follows storm; 
The crowd have now retired to their homes; 
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All wrapped in quietness the whole land lies; 

The death of Christ the topic has become. 

Now look you, all who read, what they have done: 

They put to death a just and godly Man, 

The One who was so good and kind to men, 

Who helped the poor, and needy, and the sick. 

What has this Jesus done to suffer so? 

He only did as other men would do. 

Save He had God in Him, the only One 

Who ever could have borne the awful pangs. 

What is the meaning of His dying so ? 

Why do the souls of men look to the Cross? 

Ah! let us turn the pages o'er again, 

And read the truth which stamps the other side. 

This Saviour of the world, this Son of God, 
Suffered and died that you and I might live. 
That we might live! oh, hear those strains so sweet! 
'Tis heavenly music to our burdened ears; 
'Tis hope we all have looked for but in vain; 
'Tis light, 'tis holiness, 'tis blissful life. 

O gentle Jesus, meek and lowly Man, 
Sleeping so quiet in the sleep of death; 
O Saviour, Thou who died to save the world. 
What cruelty these men have harmed you with! 
There is Salvation in the Cross of Christ, 
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To Calvary men look with gladdened hearts. 
This Cross on which the Saviour died, is now 
The banner under which all men must fight. 
Death should be greatest blessing, now that Christ 
(For if He was come down from God indeed,) 
Has suffered death Himself, why should not we 
Go forth to die, as He has led the way? 
Even as death has ended all His Woe, 
So must it end all ours, when we die; 
Even as thus it took Him to His rest. 
After the bitter pains of human life. 
So must it take us even where He went; 
So death should be to us a quiet sleep. 

One other question men cannot but ask : 
If perfect man can never lose his life, 
How was it that the Saviour suffered death, 
For He was perfect Man and God combined ? 

For answer, see the dusky gray appears. 
Telling that morning light has come again. 
The first day of the week. We hear no sounds, 
All seems as quiet as within the tomb; 
When suddenly, without a word to warn. 
Coming as if from heaven and earth combined. 
The rumbling of an earthquake sends its sound 
Over the country, stretching far and wide; 
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The meaning of it all we soon shall see, 
It is God speaking to the earth beneath. 

Look now at the stone which sealed the grave, 
'Tis rolled away; the watch was all in vain; 
Tlie guards are stunned, all lying on the ground. 
An angel of the Lord has come from heaven; 
He sits upon the stone in raiment white, 
With countenance like lightning in the sky. 
And then he spoke to Mary, standing near: 
**Fear not, for I know who it is ye seek, 
'Tis Jesus, King of Kings, once crucified; 
He is not here, for He has risen and gone.'' 

Jesus has risen! blessed, happy day! 
The mighty war cry now is Victory! 
The sting of death has ceased for evermore, 
In Jesus Christ shall all be made alive. 

Jesus now meets the people on the way; 

They joyous fall, and worship at His feet. 

He walks once more, and dries the weeping eyes, 

And beckoning to them, speaks, and says, **A11 hail!" 

They hear His voice, they hear His gentle words 

Speaking in tones so soothing and so low, 

Filling the hearts with joy and rapture bright, 

A greeting of the Risen Lord of Life. 
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Thus, men, this truly was the Son of God. 
Perfect; and for this reason He arose. 
The only perfect man that ever lived, 
The only one who conquered cruel Death. 

Oh, blessed hope held out to us through Him! 

As He has died, so has He risen for us. 

He speaks to us of life, forevermore, 

lyife — that is what the universe desires. 

As He arose that glorious Easter morn, 

We also through His love shall conquer death. 

Oh! may we hear His sweet and gentle voice. 

Greeting us with those blessed words, **A11 hail.'' 

Look at the Christ, His character and life. 
So perfect even in the smallest thing. 
His power, and His might to rise again 
On the third day, and conquer death, and end 
All doubts concerning Him, and to proclaim 
To all the world that He was one with God. 

Look at the deep humility displayed : 

Look at the manger in a stable where 

He was born. All throughout His earthly lite 

He went among the poor, and meek, and sick. 

He suffered Himself to be put to death, 
As though He were a base and wicked man, 
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Upon the Cross in agony and pain, 

Not for Himself, but for His fellow men. 

Look at His love, His love for suflFering men; 
We cannot comprehend it; 'tis too deep. 
He loved us better than He did His life. 
He died for us. Was ever love like this ! 

The love of God through Christ is ours now, 
Through this alone, O men, we shall be saved. 
Believe on Christ, and humbly follow Him; 
If we have this, we have the great reward. 

Again for forty days He went about, 
Raising the fallen, comforting the weak; 
Then He ascended from the earth to Heaven, 
There to remain till He shall come again 
And judge the world and give to us our due, 
In all His might, and power, and majesty. 

What better wholesome doctrine do we need, 
For this is truth, and truth is what we want. 
The same old story is the sweetest still ; 
The holiest faith is faith on Calvary. 
Anticipation is a part of us. 
Continually we look beyond our time; 
Men must have something laid in store for them; 
Salvation is the greatest of them all. 
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All nature seems to speak of Christ our Life; 
The flowers bloom, and tell us He is Risen. 
To-day throughout the mighty earth we hear 
The voice of Jesus Christ still guiding us. 
He feels our every sorrow, and our joy; 
He knows the broken hearts that flee to Him; 
He speaks a various language in our souls; 
He gives us strength to bear the heavy load; 
All for His love — His love for suffering men; 
For greater love no man has had than this, 
To lay down life, that other men might live. 
And such He did for us! oh, blessed Christ! 

If ye now perish, 'tis a fault of yours; 
No one can help you, save you help yourselves; 
The prize is promised, press on toward the mark, 
And leave behind you all the sin and shame. 

For this is our Salvation, only this: 
The Blessed Christ, The Cross, The Empty 
Tomb. 
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KILLED AT THE PASS 



I 
The shadows of night were falling, 

And the stars so clear and bright 
Were looking down upon us, 

With their calm and mellow light. 
The clock in the old North Tower 

Had chimed the hour of eight, 
And the silence of nature around us 

Spoke of its growing late. 

II 
I was tired : for, as I grow older, 

And youth is slipping away, 
The cares are more of a burden. 

And so I always stay 
At home, on such quiet evenings, 

And dream of the days gone by; 
I doubt if there lives a man to-day, 

Who remembers more than I. 
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Ill 
**You want me to tell you a story? 

Well, climb upon my knee, 
And keep just as still and quiet 

As you possibly can be." 
The little eyes grow weary, 

And the beautiful golden hair 
Hangs like a halo around him, 

As we sit in the twilight there. 

IV 

**Now, what shall I tell you about, dear? 

For I don't know what to say; 
You know I told you a story 

Only the other day. 
But whichever one you like the best, 

Come, say, for the time is near 
For bed and a happy slumber; 

Come, hurry, and say, my dear.'' 

V 

*'Tell me about the soldiers, 

And the boys who marched away 
So many years ago, Papa. 

I have often heard you say 
That you never can forget those times, 

So now you can tell me more — 
Just as you did the other night — 

All about battles and war." 
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VI 

This was his favorite topic, 

But just then came to ray mind 
A story Fd most forgotten, 

Something of this kind. 
So I said Vd begin with a story 

He had never heard before; 
**But Papa," said he, * 'remember. 

It must be about the war." 

VII 

He belonged to the Cavalry Troop, this boy,. 

Who with me went marching away; 
I remember just the time and all. 

For it seems but yesterday. 
The leaves were turning a golden hue» 

For summer was past and gone, 
The day was cool and cloudy. 

When we rode away from home. 

VIII 

The men looked so hale and hearty, 

And the uniforms so new 
Gave them a warlike appearance, 

As uniforms always do. 
And the finest boy among them, 

Was he of whom I speak; 
Tall and handsome, scarcely a man. 

With a bright and ruddy cheek. 



IX 

Perhaps I noticed him oftener, 

For Lieutenant's straps he wore, 
And now with recollections, 

I think of him more and more. 
Oh! 'twas a sad, sad parting, 

For one shed tears that day, 
As she watched the dust from the horses, 

As the cavalry rode away. 

X 

In the early dawn of that morning, 

Two lovers there had met; 
He, the young Lieutenant, 

She, with eyes so wet. 
And stained with those tears of sorrow, 

When lovers true must part; 
She said, * 'Would I cry my eyes out 

Lest I loved you with all my heart?'* 

XI 

But all must have an ending. 

The dearest friends must part; 
And that God would keep her well and strong. 

Was the one great prayer of his heart. 
That rose from his lips as he left her. 

Alone, to wait for the time 
When he should come back forever. 

When he could call her ''mine." 
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XII 

She was so happy before he left, 

Bright, and young, and gay; 
So childlike, pure, and lovely. 

Oh ! could he then but stay 
Near her now and always; 

Could she but have him there, 
Oh! then would she be so happy; 

She was so young and fair. 

XIII 

Well, we reached our destination, 

And the troops went into camp. 
And there we stayed full half a year; 

And the ground so cold and damp. 
Had already shown on some of the men 

Signs of fatigue and cold; 
For they who had gone on the night search, 

Had proved themselves too bold. 

XIV 

But if any were well and hearty, 

It was he so young and strong; 
And to all the troop of horsemen. 

Not one man did belong 
Whom I liked as I did this fellow. 

So I talked of the little town 
To him that night, and the dear ones, 

Where we both to men had grown. 
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XV 

But these hours did not last long, 

For the time had now begun 
For us to go out scouting; 

And I happened to be one 
Of the four who left in the evening, 

To search the country o'er; 
And then, you know, 'twas all strange land. 

For we'd not been there before. 

XVI 

'Twas a beautiful night, so clear and cold; 

The moon was rising high. 
And myriads of brighter gems 

Appeared from out the sky; 
Just such a time as one must think 

Of home and the Home above; 
And he, drawing closer to me, said, 

'*I am thinking of her I love." 

XVII 

We were riding on quite slowly. 

Till we came to a deep ravine. 
And into this I galloped first, 

For nothing was to be seen. 
'*Come on, now, boys," I whispered, 

**Follow right after me." 
So down came the other horsemen. 

As close as they could be. 
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XVIII 

When, crack! went the sound of a rifle, 

About fifty feet to the right, 
I knew, for I heard it oflf that way, 

And saw the flash of light 
As it poured from the hot steel barrel 

Of a Winchester, which I found 
Was aimed at the man beside me, 

Who fell from his horse to the ground. 

XIX 

I called the others beside me. 

And it happened to be the lot 
Of my friend, whom I love so dearly. 

To receive the cruel shot; 
For glancing up at the other two, 

I saw that it was not he; 
So I said, *'You catch that scoundrel, 

And leave the boy to me." 

XX 

Down past the huge dark boulders. 

With the Corporal on the lead. 
They hurried on to catch the man 

Who had done this cruel deed; 
While I was left alone with him 

Who had fallen to the ground 
Pierced by the deadly musket ball. 

Which I saw as I turned around. 
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XXI 

I hurriedly leaped from the saddle. 

And took his hand in mine. 
And an awful look of sadness 

From out his eyes did shine. 
*'Are you badly hurt, my boy ?" I said; 

''Speak! speak! and tell me all; 
Are you badly wounded by the shot, 

Or injured from the fall?'' 

XXII 

Can I ever forg^et his answer ? 

No; not though I live to be 
A century old or over 

I shall hear him say to me, 
''Oh! the pain of the wound;'' then ceased, 

And looked at me with those eyes 
Which seemed to speak of the times gone by, 

As down on the rocks he lies. 

XXIII 

"O com — rade!" he said, then closed his eyes; 

"Listen! come close to me, 
Put your ear near me, com — rade. 

Oh! that you might see 
Into my heart and know the love 

Beating for her so dear. 

Oh the — pa — in! Now comrade 

Listen and you shall hear. 
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XXIV 

**Tell her I loved her to the last, 

That though we now must part. 
'Would I be crying my eyes out, 

Lest I loved you with all my heart?* 
Are the words that last she uttered; 

comrade! with every bre — ath 
I am traveling further from her, 

Traveling on to death. 

XXV 

**But I am not afraid to die: 

1 hear the angels sing 

A song of happiness and peace, 

And the voice of the Mighty King. 

A thousand memories come o'er me, 
And I see my mother keep 

Watch by my little bed, as *Now 
I lay me down to sleep. ' ' ' 

XXVI 

Oh! 'twas the saddest moment 

I can ever bring to mind, 
For a truer, nobler, child of God, 

Never could I find. 
I confess I was most deeply touched, 

By the beautiful words he said 

When he spoke of a mother far away. 

And the long-loved little bed. 
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XXVII 

I thought: Why should he be taken ? 

Why should I be spared? 
For he had so much to live for. 

Oh! willingly would I have shared 
This painful moment with him, 

But, alas! it could not be; 
So he made one mighty efifort, 

And opened his eyes to me. 

XXVIII 

I gently took his prostrate form, 

And carefully raising his head 
To take him back on the saddle, 

I found he was lying dead. 
I strapped him on the best I could. 

And started up the road. 
Leading the horse along the pass. 

With its beautiful lifeless load. 

XXIX 

Just then the moon with its softened light, 

Fell on him, fast asleep; 
And it seemed to offer a holy guard, 

Just as the angels keep; 
And now as I saw his lifeless form, 

I thought of the tender heart 

That would break for him in that far off home, 

When she heard that they must part. 
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XXX 

I knew by a clump of trees near by 

That IM almost reached the camp, 
And I was tired and worried, 

After my weary tramp. 
I noticed the light of morning, 

When I passed the sentinel's box. 
And I heard the call for **Reveille" 

And the crowing of the cocks. 

xxxi 

I took him straight to the ColonePs tent. 

And then I told him all; 
How he had fallen in the pass, 

Pierced by the musket ball. 
And when I came to my senses, 

I felt so lone and sad, 
And the foolish tears began to flow. 

When I thought of the sleeping lad. 

XXXII 

The Colonel said the order had come 

To march away that day. 
And so 'tis a sad, sad duty, but 

We must lay the boy away. 
We can not take him with us. 

For we're going further down 

Into the enemy's country — 

Into yonder town. 
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XXXIII 

Of course we had onlv this to do, 

That 'twas wise, I did not doubt, 
So we wrapped the flag around him, 

And ordered the troopers out. 
And the Colonel commanded the Sergeant 

To lower the flag half-mast, 
When we carried him on to his resting place. 

As the troops were marching past. 

XXXIV 

Silent and sad we marched away. 

Silent and sad we stopped; 
And getting word from the Colonel, 

We from the horses dropped, 
And closed around his body. 

Wrapped in the old flag there; 
And then with heads uncovered, 

The Chaplain offered prayer. 

XXXV 

I quickly glanced around me. 

And the bravest heart shed tears 
For him they loved so dearly, 

Whom they'd known so many years. 
Then the bugler standing near the grave. 

Softly sounded **Taps,'' 
His light had gone out forever, 

In this saddest of all mishaps. 
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XXXVI 

The cannon fired a last salute 

For him who had lived so well, 
And even now I can hear that gun 

Boom out the funeral knell. 
I thought how uncertain life's journey is, 

As we onward and upward plod. 
Through the deadly din of the battle of life, 

Till we reach the Throne of God. 

XXXVII 

That day when the shadows of evening 

Came down so softly and still, 
We left the camp and rode away 

And far up upon the hill ; 
The last thing I remembered, 

Was the little mound of clay. 
And the little flag that was hanging there, 

As the Cavalry rode away. 

xxxviii 
But when the war was over. 

Many like him had died; 
Many had fought the battle of life. 

With God as their only guide; 
And when the troops came marching home. 

Where, oh, where was he? 
So young, so good, so noble — 

The face she longed to see. 
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XXXIX 

Far away in that far-oflF town, 

Why did a maiden weep ? 
Dear reader, you know the story 

Of the boy who had gone to sleep. 
God pity and heal the broken heart, 

Help her to bear the load ; 
And help us all to be patient and good 

As we plod up life's rocky road. 

XL 

There she waited through weary days, 

There she waited in vain. 
For him whom she loved so dearly. 

Longing to see again. 
Never again would the fair eyes meet. 

Or the hearts beat fast as one; 
She was left in the wide, wide world; 

He had gone to his home. 

xu 
'*Fight on!'' is the mighty war cry. 

Of those, who like the lad 
Are fighting on 'gainst sin and strife. 

Till they come where they are bade 
To follow the mighty Leader, 

To rest in that happy home, 
Where God, so good and gracious, 

Has bidden His children come. 
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XLII 

Oh, may we all remember, 

That though we wait in vain 
For those whom we love the dearest. 

We shall meet them soon again. 
For after the battle is over, 

And the smoke has cleared away, 
We, too, shall rise from the **Valley of Death," 

And reach that happy day. 

XLIII 

I did not intend to say so much, 

But when I think of the war 
And the many hearts that were broken, 

I am sadder than before; 
For all do not know of the thousands 

Who died! And the Blue and the Gray 
Are mingled in one forever: 

God grant we ever may stay. 

XI.IV 

One grand and glorious Union 

As a nation, ceased from strife, 
And bless those who went to battle. 

Even to give their life. 
And though time rolls on forever. 

In solid, unbroken ranks, 

We, as a nation, will bless those men, 

And give them our heartfelt thanks. 
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XLV 

*'The clock in the tower is chiming, 

And the time for bed has come; 
I have told vou about the soldiers, 

And now my story is done. 
Yet, I feel as though I must keep on, 

But ril wait for the morning light. 
God bless vou, mv little darlinof: 

Come, kiss me a fond good night." 

XLVI 

Well, well, he has fallen fast asleep, 

Thinking of battles and war: 
He must have been interested 

As he never has been before, 
For he never has kept so quiet. 

And he has not spoken a word; 
He remembered what I said at first. 

That ''not a sound must be heard." 

XLVII 

''Come, little boy," I whispered, 

"And open those dreary eyes" — 
But he cannot forget the boy who died. 

However hard he tries. 
"Now, Papa, that was a nice story," 

He said, looking up at me; 
"I didn't mean to go to sleep. 

But I couldn't help it, you see." 



XLVIII 

I lifted him gently from my lap; 

With his head upon my knee 
He uttered his little good night prayer, 

Kneeling there by me. 
Sometimes during the struggle of life, 

I wish rd been taken that day, 
But when I look at this boy I love. 

My wishes vanish away. 

XLIX 

He has gone to bed and left me 

Alone in the old arm chair; 
The fire in the open grate is low, 

Only the coals are there. 
The clock strikes ten in the old North Tower, 

And the memories come and go 
Of the scene of the lad and the rocky pass, 

So many years ago. 

Summers and winters have come and gone. 

And far up on that lonely hill, 
The lad the maiden loved so well 

Is lying alone there still. 
But some day they will meet again 

In that happy Home above. 

Never moire to be parted 

In the Kingdom where all is love, 
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LOVE 

Love comes to all 

Sometime in life: 
It brin<T[s an equal share 

Of joy and strife. 

How does it speak ? 

Or does it speak at all ? 
I sav it comes alike 

To great and small. 

Love is a blessing 

Sent to us from Heaven; 

The halo of our God 
In mercy given. 

What feeling is't that comes 

And makes the heart beats speed? 

Yes, speeds us on to happiness, 
And then to bleed. 

Yes; bleed the blood of anguish 

Or of pain; 
The wound is only healed 

By love again. 

So let us try to breathe 

The air of love, 
And we shall then be like 

To that above. 
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SLEEP 



Sleep is a vision of rest; 

It makes the sad heart light, 
When, after a day of toil and strife, 

We slumber through the night. 

Sleep is the blessing of God, 

Sent to us from above; 
Making us travel from day to day, 

Uniting our hearts in love. 

Sleep is a haven of bliss, 

A world where pain is unknown; 

Sealing our lives with Fate's decree, 
When on the cold world thrown. 

What if we go to bed. 

And never the daylight see ? 
The Heavenly Father will take us then, 

And we in His arms will be. 

The workman coming home. 

Weary from life's long day, 
Sleeps through the long and dreary night, 

While his soul is far away. 

Far away from this world. 

Where all that is good is lost — 
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Lost from a world of folly and sin, 
Where our pleasures are always crossed. 

Crossed by the pain of death, 
When a dear one from us parts, 

And our lives are ever asunder torn, 
Tom as hearts to hearts. 

Soon we must sleep our last, 

When over our road we roam ; 
Yes, roam to the Kingdom where all is love, 

And reach our Heavenly Home. 
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THAT ONE SWEET FACE 



That one sweet face, 

With all its grace, 
Holds me spellbound from day to day. 

Why this is so, 

I do not know; 
I cannot tell you, cannot say. 

So sweet and fair. 

With auburn hair. 
Encircling her sweet face it lies; 

My little friend 

Unto the end; 
She has what I call **beauty's eyes." 

I wish for you 

With friendship true, 
That you may always happy be. 

Whatever ill. 

Remember still. 
You have a faithful friend in me. 

i  
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THE OPEN FIRE 



The open fire, it burns so bright, 
And casts its glowing light around; 

While near it all our dear ones come, 

Those who with joy and peace are crowned 

While sitting there at eventide, 
How many memories come and go, 

And thinking over years gone by, 
The many, many things we know. 

Each flame suggests an impulse flown; 

A snap, and then our thoughts will turn 
Towards something which has not yet been, 

In future years, which we must learn. 

'Tis sad to think of those once young. 
When in life's evening drawing near; 

Behold how fast the flames of life 
Are dying out, with many a tear. 
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CHANGES 



How often in the history of our lives 
Do moments come we had not hoped to reach ? 
Some come with sadness, bearing down our hearts; 
Some bring us joy we had so longed to feel. 

Many the hours which we spend alone; 
Many the hours with our dearest friends; 
Swiftly the moments lengthen into days, 
Swiftly the days are turned to fading years. 

How many changes all around we see ? 
How many like the flowers fade away ? 
Happy the man who lives and does his best; 
Happy the man who lives not for himself. 
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FRIENDSHIP 



Friendships are like the love 

We hold so dear; 
The love within the heart 

That draws us near. 
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Friendships will never cease, 

If from the heart 
There conies a voice that bids us 

''Never part." 

Friendships unite each other 

Ever true, 
And death can only pierce 

A friendship through. 

Soon shall we our heads 
In suppliance bend, 

When the Father bids 
Our friendships end. 

When down in the earth 

We sleep our last, 
Tell me, oh ! tell me. 

Are our friendships past? 

Thoug^h in another world 

Our souls depart, 
If friendships here are true 

As heart to heart. 

Then shall we some day meet 

To part no more; 
Ever to be united 

As before. 

fo6 



HOME 

1 walked toward the distant camp fire 

Of a dozen comrades or more; 
The air was cold and chillv, 

And my limbs were tired and sore. 

The battle-cry of the morning 

Was still ringing in my ears, 
And the joys which come with victory, 

By some were turned to tears. 

I saw the gleam of that beacon light, 

I heard the sentinel's tramp, 
Mingled with shouts from a thousand throats, 

Victoriously coming to camp. 

From the hurry of men and confusion, 

I was sure the battle was won, 
When, suddenly turning, I heard a voice 

Say, ^'Father, Thy will be done.'^ 

I paused and listened a moment. 

For I knew not what to do: 
Was I to leave him there alone, 

A lad so good and true ? 

I stooped beside his prostrate form, 
I took his hand in mine; 
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And as I knelt, the glaze of death 
From out his eyes did shine. 

He looked up toward the sombre sky, 
While the pale moon's mellow light 

Began to shine across the hills, 

Through the darkness of the night. 

Suddenly he raised his head, 
And in the twilight's haze. 

He drew a locket from his coat. 
And on a face did gaze. 

**Tell me, oh! tell me," sobbed the lad, 
As he drew a heavy breath, 

**Will you not let my mother know 
I died a soldier's death ?" 

The strangest feeling came o'er me. 
When again in accents low, 

I heard that voice say, '^Comrade, 
I'm going home, you know." 

Just then from out the clouded sky. 
The rays of a twinkling star 

Shone down upon his wounded face. 
Like a light from heaven afar. 

*'The loving faces of my friends. 
Or my home I ne'er shall see, 
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For I look on one with outstretched arms, 
Who says, 'Come unto me; 

*' *Come unto me, my servant. 

And I will give you rest. 
In the home of the meek and lowly, 

In the mansions of the blest' '' 

Away from friends, and all he loved, 

On a battle-field alone; 
There, in the stillness of the night. 

My comrade journeyed home. 

Many years have passed away 

Since that soul to God was given. 

And if I meet that boy again, 
'Twill be at home in heaven. 



THE WINTER NIGHT 



The sun had set o'er the distant hill, 

And dreary night had come; 
1 paced my room with a troubled mind, 

Thinking of what had been done. 

Something had happened that very day, 

Which made me feel so sad; 
Something which made my frail mind turn 

All that was good to bad. 

I was walking faster up and down, 
When suddenly turning my head, 

I saw the moon from the cold earth rise 
Like a ball of gleaming red. 

Strangely attracted by its light, 

I opened the window wide, 
And standing there I saw its rays 

Come down like a surging tide. 

'Twas a beautiful scene that met my eyes. 
As I gazed on the winter night, 

When a meteor dropped from the sky above. 
And disappeared from sight. 

Over the earth was stretched a coat 
Of the purest and whitest snow; 

While through the window, now and then, 
A soothing breeze would blow. 
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Far away I saw the woods 

Rise so sombre and still, 
While the faintest sound of a waterfall 

Came from the old stone mill. 

All was silent, and I was sad, 

Even down in the dells, 
But from far among the trees I heard 

The sound of tinkling bells. 

I saw a shadow drawing near, 

As a cloud across the moon 
Came from far like a misty dream, 

Then disappeared as soon. 

I was lost in my lonely reverie; 

The moon was rising high. 
And myriads of brighter gems 

Appeared from out the sky. 

My mind was traveling many years. 

Looking over the past; 
As I gazed out on the snow-capped hills, 

What if't should be my last? 

Such was this solemn winter night. 

And every one may be 
Carried along on a tide of joy, 

Or onlv sorrow see. 
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GO OUT WHERE THE STARS ARE 

SHINING 



Go out where the stars are shining, 

And see their jewels bright, 
As they shine from out the heavens, 

Through the darkness of the night. 
Look on the gifts of nature 

That are given us rich and rare; 
Throw off the coat of sorrow. 

And be free from each mindful care. 

Behold them, how they twinkle. 

They laugh as we watch and see 
How they're looking down upon us — 

Looking down on me. 
But suddenly far above us 

A cloud like a bird that has flown, 
Hangs like a curtain between us, 

And we stand amazed and alone. 

Just so as we are looking 

Ahead with life's young dream. 
We can never tell lest something. 

Aye, hours which the brightest seem, 
May be darkened by clouds of sorrow. 

As the stars have faded away, 
And we stand alone in the wide, wide world. 

Till our night has turned to day. 
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DESIRE 

Only to look ouce more in that sweet face; 
Only to gaze again in those dear eyes; 
Only to see her as in years gone by; 
Only to hear her breathe a word to me. 

Gone, and the mist of sorrow o'er my eyes; 
Gone, but to leave me here alone and sad; 
Gone to her rest, to sleep forever more; 
Gone to her happy home, but glorified. 

/ ' 
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DAVID, 



AND OTHER POEMS 



DAVID 



Darkness is almost gone; the silver rays 

The moon has given forth throughout the night 

Are growing fainter every passing hour, 

Proclaiming that the sun will soon be up; 

That sun which, through long centuries before, 

Had never ceased to travel every day 

From east to west, and then give forth its light. 

And still will shine till God shall bid it cease. 

That molten orb which gives to earth its life, 

Was soon to rise again in glorious sheen 

To light a strange and wondrous spectacle — 

Two fierce and angry armies in array. 

Far in the east, the dusky gray of morn 

Dissolves the light the misty moon now gives, 

And constant changes to a redder light, 

And tells the mighty earth that day has come. 

The hills which lie along the eastern line 

Which marks the place where earth and sky are one. 

Are like a huge volcano giving forth 

Its molten mass, which only falls to earth 

After it reaches heav'n's majestic arch. 



The spot I bid you gaze at with me now, 

Is where a mountain rises from all else; 

Another, too, not very far away, 

A little lower than the first one stands. 

Between them is a valley, very fair. 

And touched in every part by God's great hand; 

And in the middle running in and out, 

Trickling from rock to rock, then dashing on, 

A brook flows through it all, then disappears. 

And then is seen no more by those who gaze. 

What sight is this which meets our wondering eyes ? 

Gorgeous, but with it all a dreadful fear 

Comes o'er us as we think what soon must be. 

Imagination no\y begins to work. 

On one of these high hills, which tower aloft, 

A mighty army rises from its sleep; 

Up for another day, they cannot tell 

What soon will follow, what will be the end. 

This is the camp of the Philistine host. 

Great in number, strong and mighty; men. 

Daring and fearless now of all their foes,  

They rise and get them ready for a fight. ' 

They feel quite satisfied to think that they 

Shall win the victory with their mighty power. 
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Across the valley, on the other side, 
Encamped upon the hillside sloping down, 
Saul's army, now preparing for the fray, 
Is hurrying to and fro in wild alarm. 

Two armies, then, are waiting in suspense, 
Not knowing which one first will make a charge 
Way down the mountain, then across the plain, 
And either rush to death or victory. 
Saul's army now in solid phalanx stands, 
Waiting the word commanding them to go. 
Their spears, are glistening in the rising sun, 
Like silver stars come down from sky to earth. 

When look! what curious sight now greets their eyes! 

There, slow, with steady step, down toward the brook, 

A solitary warrior plods his way; 

He neither glances to the right nor left. 

On, on, he conies; but can it truly be 

That he alone is there with none beside ? 

Yes, this is truth, he stands alone; for now, 

Beside the brook his destination reached. 

He stops with sudden halt and looks around, 

As calm as though he had come there to bathe. 

Behold! he is not like the other men; 
They are but pigmies who beside him stand. 
He towers like a giant standing there; 
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Goliath he is called: from Gath has come. 
His height as given in Holy Writ, 
Six cubits and a span, from head to foot. 
A helmet made of brass was on his head, 
A coat of mail concealed his manly form, 
All made of brass, and weighing, it is said, 
Five thousand shekels; this we cannot doubt. 
Great greaves of brass upon his legs hung down. 
Between his shoulders hung a target large. 

I said he was alone, and so he was, 

Save one who went before to bear the shield. 

And with all this the giant also Jield 

A spear staff, which seemed like a weaver's beam, 

The head of which, as we are told, was this, 

Of iron, six hundred shekels; what a weight! 

What sight; who would have thought that this would 

come ? 
The like of this has never since been known. 

One man to come before a mighty host 

And gaze upon them without fear or dread. 

And then he stood and cried to them and said, 
**Why have ye set your battle in array? 
Am not I a Philistine, and ye 
Servants to Saul ? Choose you a man and let 
Him come down unto me; if he have strength 
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To fight with me, and kill me, then will we 

Be servants unto you; but if I should 

Prevail against him, slay him, trample him. 

Then ye shall be our servants and serve us, 

For I defy Saul's army now this day. 

Give me a man that I may fight with him; 

Hear me! the God of Israel is defied/' 

'Tis like the rolling thunder o'er the hills, 

This voice of his, which breaks the stillness there; 

And as he ceases, not a sound is heard, 

A silence as of death supremely rules. 

Goliath did not only once come forth 
And cry to all the warring men of Saul, 
But forty mornings there he came and went. 
And forty evenings, too, not missing one. 
See what vain power he takes on himself, 
Defiant, boastful and conceited man, 
How can you thus come forth before tiie Lord, 
For He has made you, and can strike you down. 

In Bethlehem-Judah dwelt a pious man, 
Whose name was Jesse, and he had eight sons, 
And he was counted old by all the men 
Who went about the country every day. 
Three of the sons of Jesse were not home; 
They being oldest had gone up to fight 
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With Saul, and help the Israel array win, 
And drive away oppression's hand from home. 
The youngest of the eight was but a boy, 
David his name, but noble, true and brave, 
And he had gone with Saul and then come back 
To feed his father's sheep at Bethlehem. 
This was the custom, that the youngest child 
Should be the shepherd of the numerous flocks; 
So David came when duty bade him leave 
The battle, and came home the estate to guard. 

Now Jesse loved his children, so he said 

To David, when he had come home next day, 

'*Go, take this corn and bread up to the camp. 

And let thy brothers eat it every bit; 

And carry up ten cheeses unto one, 

The Captain of the thousand they are in. 

See how thy brothers fare, and take their pledge. 

And then come back and tell me how they are." 

Then rose up David early in the morn, 

And left the sheep, and took and went up straight. 

As Jesse had commanded him to do: 

He never disobeyed; he knew 'twas wrong. 

And when he came near unto Israel's camp, 

Which he had left all terrified with fear. 

He fell upon the trench the men had dug, 
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Just as the host was going forth to fight, 
Ready to enter in the hottest strife, 
And shouted for the battle every man, 
For IsraeP? army and the Philistines 
Had put the battle forth in full array; 
Army to army, even man to man, 
They only waited for command to come. 

Then David left his carriage with the man 
Who came with him, and ran among the host, 
And then saluted all his brothers there 
As he had been commanded ere he left. 
And as he talked with them, behold there came 
The champion out, Goliath, called by name. 
And spake, as he had done at other times; 
And David saw him, but said not a word. 
Then all the men of Israel standing 'round. 
Fled from the giant, and were sore afraid. 
Then all the men spake out thus, each to each : 
**Have ye all seen this man that is come up? 
Surely he has come up in vain to boast; 
And it shall be that he who killeth him 
The king will make him richest of all men. 
And give his daughter to become his wife.'' 

These words to David's ears had not yet come. 
For he had just arrived among the men, 
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And so he did not know the offer made, 
And asked what would be done unto the man 
Who killed Goliath, and then taketh out 
All the reproach from Israel, Sons of God. 

In what marked contrast do we find this boy. 
Compared to all, much older, with him there. 
They were in wild alarm, in ^reat dismay; 
He, quiet and composed, with every word 
He uttered while among them in the fight. 
Came peaceful words of calmness and of pride. 
A messenger of peace he seemed to be, 
Come there to quiet and to soothe the men; 
Asking them questions with no more concern 
Than when he watched the flocks up on the hills. 
Trustful and daring, in the morn of youth. 
He hears the great reward which might be his. 

Now, standing near, when David thus spoke out. 

Was Eliab, a brother of the boy, 

Who, turning to him with an angry voice, 

Said, **Why hast thou come down here anyway ? 

I know the pride that is within thy heart. 

For thou art come to see the battle fought.'' 

Then David said: 'What wrong thing have I done? 

Is there no cause why I should come down here ?'' 

And then he to another spake, near by. 

And for reply they told him all again. 
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O brethren to David, selfish men! 

Let not your anger rise agaitist the boy; 

His power will be displayed, and ye shall see 

This boy to be a king, for godly might. 

Hearing these words, out from the angry crowd 
Ran swiftly men to Saul, and told him what 
They then had heard the shepherd boy repeat^ 
Asking these various questions of reward. 

In David*s inmost heart quite quickly came 
A sense of duty, all before unknown; 
Surelv the lot had fallen on him there 
To hurry out and fight the giant bold. 
Who still cried out, as he had done before, 
Defying all the armies of their God. 

Meanwhile Saul sent for David to come down 
To speak with him about this base, vile man. 
Then David said to Saul, **I pray, fear not, 
For no man's heart shall fail because of him; 
Thy servant, even I who stand here now. 
Will fight with him, Goliath, called by name." 

Had he said this out in the open field 

Instead of privately with onlv Saul, 

What war cry would have pierced the troubled air. 

And echoed o'er the mountains far and wide ? 
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Brave boy, with heart of steel, much larger now 
Than even he you soon shall meet alone; 
Courageous heart, thy mission was so grand; 
All praise to David for his noble words. 

In answering David, Saul seemed wont to doubt 
That David could against the warrior stand ; 
For he said, '*David, thou art but a youth. 
And he a man of war through all his days." 

David replied: * While out upon the hills. 
Tending my father's sheep not long ago, 
There came a lion, and a bear, and took 
A lamb out of the flock I had not seen. 
And I went after him and smote the beast, 
And got the lamb out of the lion's mouth. 

''Then rose he up against me, but I caught 

Him by the beard and slew him in the road; 

Thy servant slew the lion and the bear. 

Goliath, now, shall be as one of them. 

For he has come before the living God 

And sworn against the men who serve Him well. 

Moreover," then said David as before, 

' 'The Lord who hath delivered me that day 

From out the lion's mouth and from the bear. 

Will keep me safe from the Philistine's hand." 



126 



Then Saul replied to David, standing there, 
*'Go, and the Lord be with thee through it all.'' 

Then Saul armed David with a coat of mail, 

And put a helmet on his youthful head, 

And David put a sword about his waist; 

Then stopped and thought a moment, and spoke out 

And said, ''I have not proved them," and once more 

He turned away and took them off again. 

Is not this youth to put his armor on 
E'er he goes out to fight the man from Gath ? 
No; only trusting in the King of Kings, 
He waits submissive to the will of God. 

Waiting command to come, as if from heaven ; 
There, see him stand, far mightier than Saul. 

No Roman, disciplined by Caesar's hand, 
Or fighting under outspread eagle's wings. 
E'er faced a foe like David was to face, 
A giant of six cubits and a span. 

Think now, my reader, what hung over him, 
The greatness of the scheme to carry out; 
It was not David fighting there alone, 
He represented all the Israel host. 
If he should fail and lose the victory, 
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What drudgery would on them be heaped up, 

Ever to serve the angry Philistines ? 

God help them! Saul would then be powerless. 

Again, if he should win, what then would come ? 

All would be well, the prize now offered won. 

Cruel oppression's hand would never fall 

Upon their land and homes throughout all time. 

One man to go, and then decide it all ; 
One man to gain the victory, or sink down 
In cruel death, never to rise again; 
Hated and cursed his very name would be. 

The uproar and the din of battle still 
Are growing louder as the moments fly 
Swiftly along, fast marking off the time 
When this shall be decided once for all. 

What means the look of wonder and dismay, 
Which o'er the faces of the warriors creeps? 
They stand in awe and wonderment profound, 
Doubting their eyes lest they should play them false. 

'Tis David going down the mountain side, 

Calm and with steady step, his head erect; 

A staff is in his hand, and by his side 

A shepherd's bag hung down, caught at the waist. 

While in his other hand a simple sling 

Moves to and fro with each succeeding step. 
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Silence now holds full sway as on he comes, 

See faces turn as white as if from stone; 

The heart-beats quicken with a strange affright, 

As further down David wends his way. 

'Tis like the peaceful calm that follows storm. 

After the clouds have faded out of sight; 

A ray of hope breaks forth, as if the sun 

Was shining out again in all its sheen. 

Thousands of men are on the mountain tops; 
Thousands, I say, are looking down below 
To watch each movement of the shepherd boy, 
Who does not halt until the brook is reached. 
What! God! he has not stopped and turned away, 
Just as the curtain rises on the play ? 
No! gathering up five stones of surface smooth. 
He puts them in the worn shepherd's bag. 

The arena is the valley green with grass, 
The mountains are the tiers on which we see 
Spectators looking down in dread suspense. 
Goliath, like a lion, now draws near. 

Before him is the man who bears the shield; 
Only the three approach each other there. 

Then the Philistine said unto the youth, 
**Am I a dog, that thou hast come to me 
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With stones, and not a sword with which to fight?" 
Then swore and cursed at David by his gods. 
**Come to me, David, and this day will I 
Give thy flesh to the fowls which fly about. 
And to the beasts which widely rove the hills. 
All this shall be your lot, ye cursed youth.'' 

David lifts up his head and makes reply. 
*'Thou comest to me with a sword and spear, 
And with a shield, but I come to thee in 
The name of our God, the Lord of Hosts. 
Surely this day the Lord will with me stand, 
And thou shalt be delivered in my hand; 
For I shall smite thee and then take thy head. 
And give the carcasses of all the host 
Of the Philistines to the fowls that fly. 
And to the beasts that prowl about the earth. 
That all may know that there is but one God, 
The God of Israel, whom thou hast defied." 

Goliath rises and comes farther down. 
While David hastens toward the enemy. 
The space between them now is very short; 
Their eyes have met, they stop and gaze aghast. 
Quickly into the giant mind their comes 
The thought: what play this is to fight a boy. 
David seems disconcerned, his face aglow 
Speaks of an inward thought of stern resolve. 
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Then David put^his hand into the bag. 
And took from thence a stone, and taking aim, 
Slung it with all his might; and look ye now, 
It only stops deep in the giant's head. 
He falls upon the earth in deep remorse; 
The sting of death has pierced his very soul. 

David, with bounding heart, beholds the end. 
He runs and stands upon Goliath's head; 
Then drawing forth the sword the giant wore. 
Cuts off his head with one long graceful sweep. 

Gaze up upon the hills; behold the sight! 

Seeing their champion lying cold and dead 

The Philistines, as if with one accord, 

All turn and flee way down the mountain side. 

The men of Israel and of Judah rise. 

And rend the air with one long joyous shout. 

Which adds more terror to the awful scene. 

The Philistines are a panic-stricken mob, 

A wild pursuit begins, the chase is hot; 

Thousands will soon be lying,, trampled down. 

Flee! flee! ye cursed villians to your death! 
Up, in hot haste, pursue! ye men of God! 

Way down the hill, across the other side. 
Two armies, like a cloud, sweep o'er the plain. 
Proclaiming by their shouts, we still can hear. 
That God, the King of Kings, is not defied. 



HOW DOES GOD SPEAK ? 



In the mighty voice of nature, 
Breathing words on every side; 

In the light and in the darkness, 
At the morn and eventide. 

In the Winter, in the Summer, 
In the waking of the Spring; 

In the lovely cool of Autumn, 
Thus His messages they bring. 

In the thunder, in the lightning, 
In the glowing sky above; 

First we hear His voice of anger, 
Then the gentle words of love. 

In the ever- rolling ocean. 
In the rustling of the wind, 

In the jeweled sky above us, 
Thus He speaks to all mankind. 

In the quiet of the forest, 
In the valleys, in the hills; 

In the rushing of the torrent, 
Whereso'er His power wills. 
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In the faces of our loved ones, 

And the smiles they always bring; 

In the clasped hands of friendship, 
Where our thoughts will ever cling. 

To the sad and broken hearted, 
To the sinners shedding tears, 

In the hours of our weakness. 
By our startled griefs and fears. 

In the heart and in the conscience. 
In the mind depressed and sad; 

To the meek and to the lowly. 
To the good and to the bad. 

In His Word, the Holy Bible, 

Inspiration from the Lord; 
Given to the wretched sinners. 

If we only read His Word. 

By the voice of Christ the Saviour, 
He who died that we might live; 

Thus on every side we hear it. 
Thus He will His blessings give. 
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LIFE 



What is Life ? Answer this one question, pray, 

And come and tell me what it all does mean. 

Is it that we must live, then fade away? 

Is it that we must breathe, then sink to rest 

Behind the hills of darkness, with their shroud. 

Which seems to close around on every side ? 

Is it to us short moments fleeting fast ? 

Is it a space which seems without an end ? 

Is it to us one long, bright, happy day ? 

Or is it sadness circling all around ? 

There is no death! Oh! be content to think 

That when we say we die, to wake no more, 

W^e only fall into a quiet sleep; 

We only lie in happy, peaceful rest. 

Life is eternal! God hath told us this. 

It matters not if joys or sorrows come, 

Or if we are to reach the golden mark. 

Or live in punishment too hard to bear. 

In taking off" the mortal dress we wear, 

And putting on the spotless robes of white. 

We are not thus dealt with a cruel blow; 

We are but changed in form; we still must live; 

We do not die; we only rise or fall 

Into a peaceful home, or life of toil. 



The seeds seem dead indeed, but they bud forth 

When springtime sheds abroad its welcome li^ht. 

The stars that fade away with coming morn 

Shine out the brighter on some other night. - 

So we shall never die; what men call death 

Is but a transformation, glorious wrought 

By God above, who loves us all too well 

To see us die, or give us but our due. 

Man has an inward power of making life 

Whatever he chooses thus to live it here. 

We have no others but ourselves to blame, 

If we make life but what 'tis meant to be. 

Throw off the coat of sorrow, and be free 

From every evil thing which wounds thee sore. 

God is a God of love, who loves us all 

If we but do our duty here on earth. 

Life is a blessing; though within it all. 

Comes the sharp sword of pain, which pierces 

through 
Many a broken heart when dear ones go. 
And leave us here alone to follow on. 
Live, and fear God, for He is King of all; 
Live, and love God, for we His children are; 
Live, and draw out from life its blessedness; 
Live, that we never shall be wrapt in death. 
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WHO IS THE GREATEST MAN IN ALL 

THE WORLD? 



Who is the greatest man in all the world ? 
Is it the king who sits upon his throne, 
And rules his kingdom with a sceptered sway, 
And has all power under his command ? 

Is it his subject who so lowly lives 
In one small cottage in among the hills, 
And looks upon the landscape all around, 
And has enough to eat but none to spare ? 

Is it the richest of the men of earth. 
The one who has some millions stored away, 
Who flings by money as ^twere naught but stones, 
Who lives in luxury and elegance ? 

Is it the poor man 'round the embers low, 
Who feels the icy chill of winter's cold, 
Who goes about each day from door to door, 
And begs a crust of bread that he may live ? 

Is it the youth with joyous, happy days, 
Who feels no pain or woe, and light at heart, 
Whose face is ruddy, in the morn of life, 
Whose pleasures come as swiftly as the days ? 
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Is it the tottering man of fading age, 
Who shrinks away in silence and alone, 
And waits submissive to the will of God, 
E'er he shall lay him down in peaceful sleep ? 

'Tis none of these; we have not touched it yet; 
We have not spoken of the greatest man. 
Greatest of men! what mighty words are these. 
What think you of the honor of it all ? 

The greatest of all men upon the earth 
Is he who lives for others, not himself; 
Whose greatest joy is seeing others glad; 
This man the greatest is in earth and heaven. 
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CONSECRATION 



Mighty God in heaven above, 
Look upon me with Thy love. 

Lord, I give my life to Thee, 
May Thy blessings rest on me. 

Trusting in Thy glorious name. 
Lift me up from sin and shame. 

If in sorrow or in joy, 

Let me all my time employ. 

Faith I need to make my life 
Free from every pain and strife. 

Bless my life with ne'er a loss. 
Clinging humbly to the Cross. 

Let me live a life of trust, 
Life we have but die we must. 

Calvary will surely save, 
Christ has risen from the grave. 

May I closer to Thee come. 
Lead me to my Heavenly Home. 

Crown my efforts, look on me. 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee. 
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AN UNKNOWN WORLD 



There is a world unknown to all of us: 
Not that which w^ look forward to for rest, 
Not in a place called heaven, so far away, 
But right here in our midst, this very day. 

A world of sound which never speaks to us; 
Perhaps the most harmonious strains come forth 
From out this realm of joy we cannot hear, 
W^e are so far, yet closed around with all. 

A world of life, composed in numbers large 
Of creatures wonderful to look at and admire; 
Not few, but by the millions toiling on. 
And busy 'till they, too, must cease their work. 

We have not seen half all God's mighty works. 
We are excluded from the marvellous, 
We have a world of ours, but 'tis not all, 
We cannot see because 'twould be too much. 
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ANTICIPATION 



It is cold, and dark, and stormy, 

The rain is falling fast, 
And days when the sun was shining 

Are but memories of the past 

But what matters how it rains without, 

If those we love are near, 
If we are happy with them 

^ Round the fireside with its cheer. 

We look to the happy future, 
The clouds soon fade away, 
' The sun will soon be shining 
In the springtime, happy day. 

Sorrow cannot last long. 

Tears will soon be dry; 
We shall all be happy 

With God the King on high. 
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ARE THESE WORDS TRUE? 



A great and learned man once said, 
**No life is blest that is not graced with love/' 
What, my dear reader, do you think of them ? 
Are these words true ? each heart can only tell. 
Is your life blest with joy, or marred with pain ? 
Have you that love which makes our life a dream 
In that dark night of life where no light is, 
Save that which comes from God in mercy given? 

If you have not, who but yourselves to blame ? 
God has intended that we all should happy be. 
Some find much pleasure in the smallest thing, 
Some find an endless fault concerning; all; 
But he who lives life well, enjoys the world, 
And strives to do the very best he can 
'Till he succeeds, and then reward will come, 
i\nd we shall be at peace with all the world. 
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WE MAY HAPPIER BE 



There is a pleasure even in the lonely Solitude, 
Where the ivy 'round some dreary wall entwines, 

Where its dainty emerald fingers wind so gracefully, 
Even though the sun upon the dark stones never 
shines. 

To those who love the beautiful in nature's realm. 
There is a pleasure where the sad sea ever rolls; 

Even where the twilight bids adieu to day for night, 
And as the evening shadows fall, the church bell 
tolls. 

The persons who so often discontented feel. 

Can, if they will, cares put away and many happy 
hours spend; 

But ah, alas! how many do not grasp the joys of life, 
But only to their trials and their vanities attend. 



142 



LONG AGO 



Many years ago when but a boy, 
I lived in happy years of endless joy, 
Thinking how soon life's journey would be o'er, 
While here we must the good and pure adore. 

Of long ago. 

Days grow into weeks and weeks to years; 
Gaiety in sadness ends with woeful tears; 
So in our busy daily life we find 
Remembrances toward old, old days inclined. 

Of long ago. 

Soon death must end our life of sorrows; 
Do what you can to-day, there are no morrows; 
High toward a nobler plane and onward go, 
'Till heaven at' last is gained, and life 

Is long ago. 
/ 
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THE OLD MILL 



Down on the bank of a flowing stream, 
Which glides along like a misty dream. 
The old mill stands, and grinds away 
The ripened grain from day to day. 

The rumbling wheels give forth their wsound, 
And seem to echo all around, 
And whether the day is dark or bright, 
They grind away from morn till night. 

The world is a rumbling, grinding mill, 
And throughout the years is sounding still. 
And the sifted flour is from the grain 
Of hearts that live in joy or pain. 
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SONGS OF WINTER 



The Fall is past and over, 

And Winter has just set in; 
The days are growing colder, 

And the leaves, that once have been 
So green with the glowing Summer, 

Have turned to a golden hue, 
While the sky looks dark and stormy. 

That once has been so blue. 

The shadows of night are falling. 

As the snow comes fluttering down, 
Falling so softly and quiet, 

Whitening all the town; 
And the stars that shone so brightly 

Have now all faded away, 
And all is still and quiet, 

As night overshadows day. 

Some in the homes of comfort. 

Where treasures of lands and seas 
Adorn the halls of the wealthy, 



Those who are at their ease; 
Some gather the dear ones together 

'Round the starving embers low, 
As the flames so few and scanty 

Are dancing to and fro. 

Far away in some lonely dwelling, 

Many a heart is sad, 
Where down on a bed of sickness 

Many a soul is bade 
To come home and be freed from sorrow, 

To rest in that happy home, 
Where God so good and gracious 

Has bidden His children come. 

'Tis strange to mark the contrast, 

As the seasons come each year. 
Bringing many a sorrow. 

Bringing many a tear; 
Yet, why should we be so lonely ? 

Why should we be so sad ? 
After the Winter is over. 

The Spring is bright and glad. 

Far up the road to the hillside. 
Where the earth and sky are one, 

A sombre tower rises. 

Now that the day is done, 
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We feel so contented and happy 
To think that 'tis one day less 

To that everlasting evening, 
When God us all will bless. 

When the smow is thickly falling, 

And the night is growing cold, 
We must think of the blessings giv'n us, 

As were given those of old. 
We must think of the dear ones near us, 

We must live for those we love. 
We must give all thanks to the Father, 

Who looks down from His throne above. 

In many a happy family 

The fires of comfort burn, 
While 'round them all are gathered, 

Some blessed truth to learn: 
To learn to be good and thankful. 

To learn to be good and true. 
To learn to be good to others. 

The whole of life's journey through. 

Winter so drear and lonely, 
I love thee through it all ; 

1 love thy death-like stillness. 

Thy trees so stately and tall ; 
Thy lakes so calm and placid. 
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Thy snow-capped mountains bare; 
Come often, grand old Winter, 
My pleasures are in thee there. 

If we trust in the God who saves us 

From the dan>>ers ofi day and night, 
If we love Him as His children. 

In the darkness or the light. 
The Winter, so bleak and chilly, 

Will be bright with gifts so dear. 
When we look toward the happy future, 

As we travel from year to year. 



CARROL AARTIN, 



AND OTHER POEMS 



CARROL MARTIN 



Breaking of waves in from the rolling ocean 

Year after year, no matter if the wind 

Canses the sea with white caps to be covered, 

Or to be like a mirror of the sky, 

Has caused the stones to wear away and crumble, 

Where once a high sea wall projected out; 

And clusters of small houses stood together, 

Where lived a hardv band of fishermen. 

The harbor, like a graceful bow, curves inward ; 

On either side high rocks like towers stand. 

Bidding defiance to the angry breakers 

As they rush forward and retreat again. 

A quarter of a mile out from the village, 
Where a sharp rock peeps out above the waves, 
A light house stands, high towering toward the heav- 
ens; 
And all around it many hidden shoals 
Lie underneath the water, where the vessels 
Each day bound in and out sail to and fro. 
And they who do not know the curious channel. 
Look long and earnestly at that lone tower; 
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Or in the evening when the shadows falling 
Cover the sea with darkness everywhere, 
In that one beacon light lies life and guidance 
To those who sail the stormy, wintry sea. 

He who for forty years had kept the tower, 

And only once had let the light go out, 

Was William Martin, (so the boys all called him); 

But he had died some seven years ago, 

And now was sleeping in the little churchyard, 

The holiest spot that any one could claim. 

When he lay down upon his bed, the vessel 

Which long had sailed across the sea of life. 

Came into the haven where his soul would be. 

And e*er he left this laud for one above. 

He called his only son to him, and speaking. 

Told him to keep the light as he had done, 

That no poor sailor coming in the harbor 

On stormy nights like he could bring to miijd. 

Should run upon a rock, and by the breakers 

Be dashed to pieces e'er relief could come. 

Carrol, the only son, who knelt beside him. 

Had made a solemn vow to keep the wish. 

And he had done so till within a season. 

For he had left the town and gone away. 

Light as the soothing breeze that kissed the water 
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Was his proud heart, as down the road he went 

With her, the joy of all he had to live for, 

Bessie, his wife, but twenty summers old. 

As he steps on the deck his arms enfold her, 

Pressing her closer to his tender heart; 

Kissing her, bids her not forget the tower 

For his sake, and that other one no more. 

**Less than a month will see me in the harbor; 

Keep a lookout for me and never fear, 

For I shall come and bring you many presents. 

And make your young heart bright and glad again.*' 

So he departed, and she watched the vessel 
Sail far away, till like a fading speck 
It rose and fell, then disappeared entirely; 
And being left alone she wept for him. 

Twilight had come, and glancing o'er the ocean, 
She fancied she could see the ship again; 
But she was only dreaming, and the darkness 
Told her the time had come for signal lights. 
Seeming to hear the words which he had spoken. 
She wandered down to where the boat was tied, 
And rowing gracefully she headed seaward, 
Straight toward the signal tower upon the rocks. 
Then up the narrow stairs she crept, and gazing, 
Hung up the lantern on the highest hook; 
Then clambered down, step after step, and slowly 
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Rowed to the distant villag^e where the lights, 
Like guiding stars upon the sombre mountains, 
Danced when reflected in the placid sea. 

Thus every day she rowed, and coming homeward, 
Went to the little cottage where she sat 
Alone, for he no more was there to cheer her. 
And to speak words of kindness and of love. 
Sometimes the foolish tears would start at evening, 
As she remembered when he went away. 
And to her mind would come the words he uttered, 
*'Keep a lookout for me and never fear." 

A month had gone but with no sign of Carrol, 

And still another longer than the first; 

But she was brave and knew she soon would see him, 

Happy and hearty as in other days. 

And so she trusted, waiting for the hour 

When the good ship would bear him home again. 

Back to her heart and home, and all the blessings 

Which were awaiting him so far away. 

Days that were bright and happy as the spring time. 

When nature seems to blossom forth anew. 

And not a cloud was seen in all the heavens. 

Faded away as quickly as a dream. 

But changes come, and so they came with Bessie 
On a dark afternoon, when o'er the sea 

^54 



Brooded the clouds of storm, and lightning flashes 
Shot from the sky to earth, then disappeared, 
And thunder following rumbled o*er the mountains 
Like the Almighty's voice from far away, 
Changing the sea from calmness to commotion, 
And the gale blowing made the ships come in. 
Again the daylight faded, and the darkness 
Began to fall, and thus conceal the sight 
Of the fierce storm which now came rushing inland, 
Dashing the waves high up upon the wall. 

In a small cottage where the winding pathway 
Leads to the woods which overlook the sea, 
Sat Bessie, dreaming of the heart she longed for; 
When, like the lightning flash across the sky, 
Came to her mind the tower and the vessels 
Which on that night would sail the angry sea. 
Could she go out and reach the signal tower ? 
Even the thought which came into her mind 
Sent a cold chill of terrpr as she listened 
To the quick thunder peals which louder grew. 
But she resolved, and quickly gathering 'round her 
Only a cloak to keep her from the storm. 
Hastened out in the quickly gathering shadows, 
Even as one who faces duty goes 
Where he or she is bidden, never fearing 
What by the hand of God may come to pass. 
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Quickly she hastened till she reached the water 
And the frail boat which lay along the shore, 
Then cast her off, and waited for a moment, 
Seeming to doubt; but even as she thought, 
She heard the words which Carrol once had spoken, 
**For his sake and that other now no more.'' 

Hastily glancing o'er the space before her, 

A lightning flash revealed the signal tower; 

Then with her might and main she rowed, and often 

The wind would blow the spray upon her face 

As if to blind her, but she never doubted 

That she would fix the lantern in its place. 

Louder and fiercer came the roaring tempest, 
'Till even hope seemed gone, when suddenly 
She struck, and e'er another moment vanished 
Bessie was on the rock: the goal was reached. 

Who can portray the feeling that came o'er her. 
Standing alone with water all around, 
Dashing upon the rock with all its fierceness. 
And the frail tower swaying to and fro? 

Then up the narrow stairs she crept, and gazing, 
Hung up the lantern on the highest hook. 
When hark! what sound is that which seems to echo 
Even above the raging of the storm ? 
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Tlie sound of cannon heard above the thunder, 
A signal gun of some poor shipwrecked crew; 
'Tis coming closer; even as she listens 
She fancies she can hear a human voice 
Crying for help, for help. Again she listened; 
Then, with a dreadful fear, she went below; 
Fainting and dazed, the stairway she descended, 
Then paused, but no sound save the storm was heard. 

Then opening wide the door, a moment waited. 
Waited to listen for the sound again; 
Then stepped upon the rock where angry breakers 
Washed all along, and hurried back again. 
And suddenly a flash across the heavens 
Lighted the rock, and close against her feet 
She saw a human form — a shipwrecked sailor, 
And then as quickly all was dark again. 

She quickly stooped, and bending o'er him waited 
For a bright flash that she might gaze again; 
When lo! another came, and there beside her 
Was one she knew and loved come back again. 
'Twas he, **0 Carrol!" God in heaven help her; 
Thou that hast stilled the tempest on the sea. 
Comfort her, guide and guard the broken hearted; 
Help her, O help her now to bear the load. 

**Why did they take you from me, Carrol ? Answer: 
Speak just a word that I may hear your voice. 

157 



No word for me, no word for Bessie ? Heavens! 
O Carrol, speak! O speak! thou art not dead!" 

Even as the sea gull wings his wearied passage 

Along the shore and out upon the sea, 

His soul had fled, fled to the great unknown. 



OLD ASPINWALL 



Where sweeps the broad Patomac to the sea, 
And many a sloping hill ascends therefrom, 
Rises a quaint old structure in plain view 
To all the country for some miles around. 

On it a spire rises toward the sky. 
Tipped by a cross, the emblem of our faith, 
Which speaks to those who look thereon these words, 
*We are preparing for the Master's work." 

Under its shadow which, from west to east 
Each day sweeps by, then fades away at night. 
Have noble men flung down their earthly joys. 
And answered the Master's call to '^Follow Me." 

Oh, hallowed spot! endeared to every heart 
Who in thy walls has lived a holy life; 
Stand on 'gainst time and ruin, evermore 
Guiding our faltering footsteps to the King. 
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GREEK PROVERB 



To ydf) Sdi^aroi^ dsdisucu doS^i/ diJ.o 



Should we fear death which calls us home to rest 
In mansions in the kingdom of the blest? 

Why, what is death that we should dread it so? 
Does it not relieve us of our woe ? 

Do we not begin eternal life, 

And leave behind us all the pain and strife ? 

Earth is but passing pleasure, life a dream;* 
We are in sorrow when we brightest seem. 

Those who are dearest leave us here alone, 
And then with faltering steps we follow on. 

The only certainty in life is death ; 

We breathe it inward with our every breath. 

So let us live that when we breathe our last, 
Joy may remain with memories of the past; 

So let us die that we shall gently fall * 

Into a sleep triumphant over all. 
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REMEMBERED 



Walking along a country road, 

, Late in the afternoon one day, 
When the April showers were past and gone, 

And the sun shone bright in the month of May, 

I stopped beside the little brook, 
Jumping along in the sunbeam's light. 

Where the owl conies out in the evening hour, 
And sings his burdened song at night; 

Where the willow hangs with its branches long, 
And the red breast robins come and go. 

Where the long green ferns, with their bendinjj; 
necks, 
Are slowly swinging to and fro. 

There by the mossy, sloping bank. 

Washed by a frequent summer shower. 

Almost hidden from my sight, 
I spied a little bending flower. 

Then stooping low I broke the stem, 
And raised it from its resting place. 

That little flower there alone. 

Brought to my mind a fair sweet face. 
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Not long after I left the brook, 

And walked way up on the lonely hill, 

Where many had fallen fast asleep; 
There alone she was lying still. 

I kneeled beside the little mound, 
And then to her that flower I gave; 

I could not help the flow of tears, 
As I lay that flower on the grave. 

She was once a fair sweet flower, 

Blooming with joy through all the day; 

But now she is sleeping there alone, 
And like the flower has faded awav. 



EVENING HYMN 



Help me to bear the load of sin, 

And put Thy holy armor on, 
And fight the noble fight of faith. 

Looking to Thee to make me strong. 

O Father, lead me in the path 

Of righteousness throughout the day, 

And when the evening shadows fall. 
Teach me to kneel and to Thee pray. 
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WHAT IS FRIENDSHIP? 



What is Friendship ? Can you tell to me 
What this strange link that binds two people is? 
Some say it is a blessed, happy state; 
Some say, I have no friends, I am alone. 
Ah! those who utter these last untrue words, 
Do not speak out what inwardly they feel; 
They have not known the sweet companionship 
Of friends who are firm friends until the end. 
All of our friendships lie in mystery: 
What makes them ? Now this last I cannot say; 
But you who read may have within your minds 
The problem solved, and settled sure and safe. 
Now I have found the best of friends are those 
Whom we admire, because so pure and good. 
With them we feel so insignificant, 
And long to have what they so long have had. 
True friends are they who in the darkest day 
Of life we go to, and feel blest to be 
Near those we know who feel our every thought: 
Friendships like these are everlasting ties. 
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MANY A LITTLE CHILD HAS SAID 



''Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me/' 

Many a little child has said, 
Kneeling by a loving mother. 

Kneeling by a downy bed. 

Sweeter prayer was never uttered, 
''Bless Thy little lamb to-night ;'' 

For He knows cur every action, 
Guides our footsteps in the right. 

"Through the darkness be Thou near me,*' 
God will keep them all from harms; 

Christ the greatest shepherd blessed them, 
Took them in His loving arms. 

Let us then with childlike faith, say, 
"Keep me safe till morning light;" 

Then we all can look for answer 
Unto Him who knows no night. 
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ENJOY THY YOUTH 



Enjoy thy youth with me; for if thou art 
Not happy now in brightest morning's sun, 
How can you hope to spend those days in joy 
Which come in after years when shadows fall? 

O youthful hearts, you do not know the days 
Of happiness which you are living now; 
You do not know that darksome night will come, 
When you will tottering be from broken heart. 

Enjoy thy youth; not part, but every hour; 
Each light of day should speak to thee of joy. 
Each dreary night should be a peaceful rest, 
Thy dreams should pleasant be of hope and love. 

Enjoy thy youth, 'tis given you for this; 
Too soon will grief make thy young heart grow faint; 
Too soon thou art to know what life does mean; 
While thou art young enjoy life every day. 
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YES 



Do you know that you have asked for 
A something I had not known ? 

Not only part but all my heart, 
Is this to be your own ? 

And are you thus to keep it 

Throughout the whole of life, 
To look to me and then be free 

From every pain and strife ? 

Do you know the joy or sorrow 

That this must to us bring ? 
And the days and years with griefs and fears, 

Do you know 'tis everything? 

Are vou sure that ne'er another 

Can steal your heart away ? 
If this be true I answer you: 

**Yes, I am your own alway." 
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LOST 

Two little children wandered one day 
From a little cottage while at play. 

The sky was cloudy, the day was cold, 
And the blustery wind a storm foretold. 

One was seven, the other eight; 
The eldest Willie, the youngest Kate. 

Their little faces were weary and worn; 

Their feet were bare and their clothes were torn. 

Mistaking their way they had started to roam 
From the dreary place they had long called home. 

Katie's face was pretty and fair; 
Her eyes of blue and her auburn hair 

Would have touched the hardest heart to pity, 

As she wandered along through the streets of the city. 

Willie, too, was a handsome boy. 

The pride of his friends and his mother's joy; 

And being a lad so young in years. 
He had never known griefs nor fears. 
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The autumnal day had quite passed by, 
And little Katie began to cry. 

She thought of the evening meal they had missed, 
And the cheek her mother had often kissed 

Was growing pale as she softly said: 
* Willie, isn't it time for bed ?'' 

**0h, no," said he, **we have lost our way, 
And out in the cold, cold night must stay; 

*'We must sleep to-night on the hard, damp ground, 
And in the morning we may be found." 

They traveled along through the streets that were wet, 
But their mother at home they could not forget. 

Into an empty box they crept. 

And there 'till the morning light they slept. 

When Willie awoke from his lowly bed, 
He found that Katie was lying dead. 

From cold and fatigue on the bitter day, 
His little sister had passed away. 

Far away in a lone dark street, 

A mother waited her children to greet. 

Her heart had always beat with joy. 

But now she was sad when she thought of her boy. 
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Night had come; the hours flew on; 
But not a ray of hope did dawn 

On her frightened face as she knelt in prayer 
To God, who, if best, will always spare 

His children from harm; and that night she believed 
That her humble petition would be received. 

Through the weary night she waited in vain 
For the sound of her children's voices again. 

In the morning both the little ones came, 
But Katie was silent and Willie in pain. 

Her little heart had ceased to beat. 

And never more would the sound of her feet 

Be heard as she played around the floor, 
Or her pleasant laugh at the cottage door. 

To read this story is very well 

For you who in homes of comfort dwell; 

But let your little children roam 

From dear, kind friends, and a happy home. 

And then you will know how their mother felt, 
When in humble prayer that night she knelt. 
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AN IDLE THOUGHT 



When spring buds forth 
And flowers come again, 
What messages they bring 
Of light and life. 

As time rolls on 
With never-ceasing beat, 
How many words it speaks 
Of change and loss. 

As we live on 

'Till days become long years, 

It draws us closer to 

The throne of God. 



CHRISTMAS CAROL 



Christmas bells are ringing, 
Of a Saviour all are singing. 
We our oflFerings bringing. 
Greet the happy morn. 

The wise men from afar. 
Have seen the mystic star ; 
Earth's evils cannot mar 
The joy within their hearts. 
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The shepherds in the night 
Beheld the glorious light 
Which shone so dazzling bright 
In those silent hours. 

At the early break of day, 
He in a cradle lay, 
While all their homage pay 
To Christ the King. 

Ring loud the merry bells, 
Bright joy their music tells; 
Loudly the anthem swells 
O'er all the earth. 

Loud let your music ring 
In praise of Christ the King; 
Let all men join and sing, 
Hail! Son of God. 

Glory to God on high. 
Let all the earth reply. 

And gladly shout and cry, v 

Peace! peace on earth! 

God bless this joyous cheer, 
God bless us every year; 
May we all draw near 
To Christ the King. 
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EASTER CAROL 



Hark! the sound of victory pealing 

O'er the earth this gladsome day; 
God His love to man revealing; 

See, the stone is rolled away! 
Shout again the joyous song, 

Chant again the story, 
Every voice His praise prolong; 

He is risen to-day. 

Songs of triumph, songs of triumph, 

Sound them out from shore to shore; 
Christ has risen, Christ has risen, 

He shall reign forevermore. 
Angels and archangels sing, 

Hear the music ringing, 
Christ the Lord our Saviour King, 

He is risen to-day. 

Christ the sleep of death has broken. 

Lights with joy the darksome wave. 
Speaks the word so long unspoken, 

Where's thy victory, boasting grave ? 
All in Christ's celestial home 

We shall sing His praises. 
Children with your music come. 

He is risen to-day. 



Praise! Oh praise the dear Redeemer, 

He who gave his life so free; 
Thus employ the passing hours, 

Happy all your days shall be. 
He has riseu from the grave, 

Life eternal bringing. 
Mighty in His power to save; 

He is risen to-dav. 



OPEN THE GATES 

Open wide the crystal gates, 
And let a flood of light come down. 
And brighten every creature here 
Who lives upon this world of Thine, 
O Mighty King. 

Brighten now more gloriously 
The stars that shine in darkest night, 
And let them costliest, rarest gems, 
To all humanity e'er be, 
O Prince of Peace. 

Send that greatest blessing here; 
That which we crave from day to day, 
Without which everything is naught; 
Make us to love and then be free. 
For God is Love. 



172 



LIFE'S DRAMA 



lyife is a mighty drama, and the stage 
On which we play our part from day to day, 
Has been the scene of many a downward fall, 
And many a victory to cheer us on. 

The curtain rises and the play begins 

When baby laughter first of all we hear; 

Then comes the scene of childhood, light and gay, 

When sorrows are unknown to bear us down. 

Youth, with its greater cares, becomes a part; 
In it we rush to ruin or reward. 
Traveling still farther on the sea of life, 
We bow to manhood from behind the scenes. 

Thus we act out our part from year to year, 
Till when the end draws nigh we reach old age. 
Then at the close our light of life goes out; 
The curtain falls, we sink into the grave. 
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MEMORIES 



When the lights are dimly burning, 
And the shadows softly fall, 

Covering all the land with darkness, 
What fond memories we recall. 

Minds are not to know the future. 
But to bring again the past; 

By-gones cannot be forgotten, 

Though the years are fleeting fast 

When in life we onward travel. 
Sailing o'er the dangerous sea, 

Still the vision catches glances 
Of the land we long to see. 

Come, O Memories, paint a picture. 
Not to hang in massive halls. 

But to find a true reflection, 
As upon the heart it falls. 

Sing us songs of trust and honor. 
Cause the angry din to cease; 

Fill us with fond recollections. 
Give us everlasting peace. 

May the memory of our actions 
Fill us with a zeal to win; 
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Guide us, guard us, keep us, lead us, 
Teach us nevermore to sin. 

May we live that when we lay us 
Down in sleep to wake no more, 

Death may find us safely landed 
On that distant, hallowed shore. 

And our memories rushing o'er us. 
Of the blessed days gone by. 

These shall guide our faltering footsteps 
To the heavenly King on high. 



DON'T YOU REMEMBER? 



Don't you remember the days gone by, 
When every moment was bright and glad, 
And in the light of your dear eyes, 
I lived in the long ago ? 

Don't you remember the shady bank. 
Where in the springtime with its joy. 
We often sat with hearts so free, 

In the happy days gone by ? 
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Don't you remember the faded flower 
That dropped from your breast one sunny day, 
When carefully raising it from the ground, 
I counted the falling leaves ? 

Don't you remember the blush of love 
That mingled our earthly joys in one, 
And caused all sorrow to flee away. 

When we promised to live for love ? 

Don't you remember the sunny June, 
When the hours seemed but moments flown. 
And every day was a happy life, 

When I lived in the long ago ? 

Don't you remember the solemn vow, 
And the orange blossoms that crowned your head 
Like Olympiad's victor, my stately queen, 
In the blessed by-gone past ? 

Don't you remember the winding path 
That led to the little cottage door. 
Where you, dear heart, and I were one, 

In the days that have faded away ? 

Night with its darkness gently falls. 
And soon must break in an endless day; 
But the lips that uttered those words of love 
Still sing of the long ago. 
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BEDTIME: A SONG OF OLD AGE 



I always wanted to go to bed, 

Even in childhood days; 
And now when childish days are past, 

I keep in the same old ways. 

When darkness comes and the day is past, 

Sleeping is perfect rest; 
Then, if ever, our hearts are light. 

And we feel with a blessing blest. 

When life's dark shadows gently fall. 
And the lights are burning low. 

We think of the sleep that is near at hand. 
Which we sooner or later know. 

And now I am waiting to go to bed. 

Waiting the time to come 
When I shall sleep through death'sdark night 

And wake in my heavenly home. 
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THE SONG OF THE RAIN 



Drop, drop, drop, 
Comes the rain upon the roof; 
And now the merry little throng, 
Dance their footsteps all along, 
To the music of the song, 

Drop, drop, drop. 

The flowers bow their heads 

And drink the welcome rain; 

They like the water cool and clear, 

Which makes them grow from year to year; 

And on the roses like a tear, 

The rain drops come and go. 

Tap, tap, tap. 
Against the window pane; 
Around the sash they sport and play, 
But never for a moment stay, 
And still we hear them all the day. 

Tap, tap, tap. 

The clouds are fading fast. 
The sun is shining bright. 
The beams are dancing here and there, 
And glistening in the summer air; 
All nature blossoms everywhere, 
And echoes back the song. 
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VICTORY 



In this life whatever befalls us, 

Though the years are swift and fleet, 

Time shall bring us soon or later. 
On to victory or defeat. 

In our daily words and actions. 
Though we fall, again we rise; 

But the wings of death shall waft us 
On to shame or to the skies. 

Triumph is the heart's desire, 
Man was bom to reach the goal ; 

But defeat is like a dagger. 
Piercing to the very soul. 

Born in sin, by sin surrounded, 

Perfect men we cannot be; 
But we can with mighty efforts, 

Loose ourselves and then be free. 

Strive to win and strive to conquer, 

As we on and upward go, 
With undaunted love and courage, 

We shall conquer every foe. 
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KAPPA DELTA PI 



Nothing shall part us; even as the ivy 

Clings to the mouldering wall throughout the years, 

So our ties shall closely bind us all 

Throughout the mouldering years that fade away. 

Stand for the right, and may our highest aim 
Be to assist some fallen fellow man, 
And help him up the narrow path of life, 
Which leads to victory or to sin and shame. 

Our memories will drift to years gone by. 
And we shall see that friendships are to us 
As guiding stars which ever brighter shine, 
Though clouds of darkness may surround our lives. 

Only one parting shall our friendships break, 
And that will be the summons from above 
To join the ever increasing throng that goes 
To that mysterious kingdom we call death. 



THE RANCOCAS 



There is a slowly moving stream, 
That even as a misty dream 
Flashes across the weary brain, 
Flows never to come back again. 
On to the river with its tide. 
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And then to the ocean wild and wide, 
Throughout all time it shall appear 
To wind and turn from year to year. 

All along the clear blue sky 
Is crossed by the trees which tower high, 
And in the stream reflects its light, 
Which quickly fades away from sight. 
Or after day the evening star 
Shines on its surface from afar. 
Until the moonbeams dance along 
Just like a fairy woodland throng. 

Out in the woods it takes its source. 
And all along its crooked course 
The banks are lined with shrubs and flowers, 
Which blossom with the summer showers. 
But when the summer days are through. 
The leaves turn to a golden hue, 
And drift along as light as air. 
Noiselessly gliding here and there. 

It speaks of the stream of joy and strife, 

That crowns the davs of every life, 

As humanity is moving on 

To the ocean of a happy home. 

In and out from day to day, 

Leading us further on our way, 

We are carried on to the distant shore, 

Where the stream shall cease for evermore. 
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PEACE, HOPE, LO\^ 



Peach is the heart's desire; 

A word that seems to say, 
Rest for the strife is over, 

And night has turned to day. 
The storm of the angry ocean 

Was cahn at the "Peace, be still," 
And the storm of life is over. 

At God's almighty wilL 

Hope is the far-oflF planet 

That shines in the darkest night. 
And though clouds may cross the heavens. 

It still gives forth its light 
And so as the days are finished, 

And numbered with the past. 
We may hope for the life in heaven. 

That will come to us all at last 

Love is the tenderest message 

That rings through the world to-day. 
And seems to draw us closer 

To those who are far away. 
For though death may tear asunder 

The dearest of earthly ties, 
We shall love the hearts we lived for, 

And are singing in the skies. 
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GOOD NIGHT 



Good night; may holy angels near you keep 
A faithful watch throughout the dreary night: 

May yon awaken with a happy heart, 

When morning sheds abroad its welcome light. 



DUNNMORE 



For half a century and more thou long 
Hast stood the storms of winter and the winds 
Which sweeps across the fields, and with a moan 
Cause the old evergreens to bow their heads. 
Thy sombre walls, long washed by driving storms, 
Are standing yet in view to all the world, 
While ivy climbs far up upon the eaves. 
And birds build in the leaves and sing their songs. 
The spacious halls are there, but mine no more; 
'Tis gone; but memories of thy scenes bring back 
A thousand happy days within thy walls. 
Where I have lived full ten long years; but now 
It is another's, and throughout all time 
Thou shalt be but a vision of the past. 
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Many the times when 'round thy roaring fires 

A happy family gathered; all too soon 

The time must come to say farewell and leave 

The scenes of childhood to the fading years 

That disappear as quickly as the sun 

Sinks down behind the western hills at night. 

Farewell to Dunnmore! thou my home; the place 
Where I have grown from youth to manhood. Thou 
Hast been the scene of all my happiest days. 
Good-bye old trees, old walks, old rooms and all! 
Adieu the memories and the thoughts of thee! 
Though bringing only pleasures to my mind, 
Thou'rt gone; no more the dearest spot on earth; 
For I have loved thee, Dunnmore, and the joys 
Which ever have been mine have come from thee, 
And still are echoing in my heart to-day. 
Thy flowers shall bloom again, but not for me. 
And others now shall stand upon thy lawns. 
All things must go, and so, too, thou hast gone. 
The joys of day must fade away at night; 
The day must disappear and darkness come; 
The best of seasons are but misty dreams. 
And so a last and long farewell to thee! 
Good-bye, old friend, old scenes, old memories! 
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A WORD AT EVENING 



*Tis such bright moments as to-day has been, 
That lead us on to do a better work; 

A new light flashes out amid the dark, 

That tempts our footsteps to a higher plane. 



FINIS 

The task is over 

And laid away, 
As the gathering darkness 

Follows day. 
The voice has spoken 

As from the soul. 
And has come and gone 

Like the curfew's toll. 

As the setting sun 

In its golden hue 
Is sinking faster 

From our view, 
So all our memories 

Fade away, 
As the gathering darkness 

Follows day. 

[the end] 
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